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Songs for the Sanctuary. By Rev. C. S. Eobinson $2 50 

The most popular modern mneic-book. Both hymns and tunes are pronounced un- 
rivaled in point of taste, freshness, and availability. This book has never been rejected 
by any church, when put upon a foir trial, in point of merit, with any other pubUEhed. 
Separate editions for Presbyterian, Congregational, and Baptist Churches. Also an edi- 
tion, with V JPsaltcr," for responsive reading of the Psalms. Also, editions in 18mo and 
12mo (large type), without the tunes. 

Songs for Christian Worship. By Eev. 0. S. Eobinson 1 50 

An abridged edition of ^' Songs for the Sanctuary," with all its great features and 
most of the best hymns and tunes. For the lecture-room, and congregations desiring a 
less expensive work. 

m. 

Hymns of the Church. By Rev. Drs. Eddy, Thompson, and 
Veemilye, assisted by TJ. C. Burnap, Esq 2 75 



This work deserves the title of ^' a magnificent compilation** of the richest classics in 
church music— in many respects the *^ Greatorez " of congregational singing. Adopted 
in June, 1809, by the Synod of the Reformed Church in America for aU churches of that 



IV. 

The Plymouth Collection. By Henry Ward Beecher 2 56 

The inspiration of the finest congregational music in the world, at Plymouth Church. 
Separate editions for Congregational and Baptist Churches. Also, editions in 82mo and 
ISmo, without tunes. Over 75,000 copies have been sold. 

V. 

Episcopal Common Praise 2 75 

The psalms, hymns, chants, and all musical exercises of the Book of Common Prayer 
set to appropriate music. Although but recently publishedf already highly approved 
and adopted by Rev. S. H. Tyng, Jr., and others. 

VI. 

Sabbath Carols. By Theodore E. Perkins. 35 

New hymns and tunes of the best Sabbath-school quality, and amply sustaining the 
high reputation of this popular editor and composer. 

vn. 
Mount Zion Collectidn. By Theodore E. Perkins 1 25 

A choice variety of new and attractive music for choirs, singing-schools, musical 
associations, and the fireside. 

vm. 
Christian Melodies. By Rev. Geo. B. Gheever. 1 00 

standard hymns and tunes for^he lecture-room and family circle. 
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PREFATORY REMARKS. 



Thb increasmg interest in Congregational Singing is creating a demand 
for a book adapted for ttse in small Christian assemblies, at a reduced 
price ! In liew of this fact, the Publishers here jMresent the fir^t pcai 
of the "Songs of the Church,^ embracing a sufficient number of Hymns 
and Tunes, for all practical purposes in the Chapd, Lecture-Boom, Prayer- 
Meeting, or Social Circle. The character of tins sdection is attested by 
the very extensive introduction of the "Songs of the Sanctuary" (from 
which book most of these pieces are taken) into numerous Presbyterian 
and Congregational CSiurdies throughout the country. 
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SONGS FOR CHRISTIAN WORSHIP 
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CHAPEL AND FAMILY. 
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SABBATH. 7b. 6 Une& 



Db. tk Misow. 




1. Safe - ly through an - oth - cr 'week. 



brought us on our way; Let ml 





DOW a blessing seek, Waiting in his courts to - day : Day of all the week the best. Emblem 





of e-ter-nal rest, Day of all the week the best, Bmblem of e - ter-nal rest. 




t. 

2 While we seek supplies of grace, 

Through the dear Redeemer's name, 
Show thy reconciling face — 

Take away our sin and shame ; 
Prom our worldly cares set free, — 
May we rest this day in thee. 

■3 Here we come thy name to praise ; 
Let us feel thy presence near : 



May thy glory meet our eyes, 

While wo in thy house appear : 
Ilere a£ford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting rest, 

4 May the gospel's joyful sound 

Wake our minds to raptures new; 
Let thy victories abound, — 

TJnrepenting souls subdue : 
Thus let all our Sabbaths prove, 
Till we rest in thee above. 



PUBUO WOBfiHIP. 



SPOHR. L.M. 



Arranged from Spobs. 

INi '^^ 




To that oup long-ing souls as - pire,. With cheer -ful hope and strong de- sire. 




9. 

2 No more fatigue, no more distress, 

Nor sin, nor deatb, shall reach the place; 
No groans shall mitigle with tho songs 
That warble from immortal tongues- 

3 No rude alarms of raging foes ; 
No cares to break the long repose ; 
No midnight shade ; no clouded sun ; 
But sacred, high, eternal noon, 

4 Soon shall that glorious day begin. 
Beyond this world of death and sin ; — 
Soon shall our voices join the song 
Of the triumphant, holy throng* 

3. 

1 Another day has passed aTong^ 
And we are nearer to the tomb,. 
Nearer to join the heavenly song^ 
Or hear the last eternal doom* 

2 Sweet is the light of Sabbath eve, 
And soft the sunbeams lingering there ; 
For tliese blest hours, the world I leave, 
Wafted on wings of faith and prayer. 

3 The time how lovely and how still ; 
Peace shines ftnd smiles on all below — 
The plain, the stream, the wood, the hill — 
All fair with evening's setting glow. 

4 Season of rest ! the tranquil soul 
Feels the sweet calm, and melts to love — 
And while these sacred moments roll, 
Faith sees the smiling heaven above. 



5 Nor will onr daya of toil be lonjr, 
Our pilgrimage will soon be trod ; 
And we shall join the ceaseless song — 
The endlesa Sabbath of our God. 

1 Mt opening- eyes with rapture scq 
The dawn of thy returning day ; 
My thoughts, O God,, ascend to thee. 
While thus my early vows I pay, 

2 Oh,, bid thi» trifling- world retire. 
And drive each carnal thought away; 
Nor let me feel one vain desire — 

One sinful thought through all the day. 

5 Then,^ to thy courts when I repair, 
My soul shall rise on joyful wing^ 
The wonders of thy love decIare,^ 
And join the strains which angels sing. 

1 Come, gracious Lord, descend and dwell, 
By faith and love, in every breast ; 
Then shall we know, and taste,, and feel 
The Joys that cannot be expressed. 

2 Coraojfill our hearts with inward strength, 
Make our enlai^ed souls possess, 

And learn the height,, and breadth, and 

length 
Of thine eternal love and grace* 

3 Now to the God whose power can do 
More than our thoughts and wishes know, 
Be everlasting honors done. 

By all the church, through Christ, his Son. 



OPENINa OF SERVICE. 



MiaDOIi. UM. 




1. Sweet ifi the work, mj God, my King, To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing, 





To show thy love by morning light. And talk of ail thy la^uth at night. 



j.i-:Jrj^ 




2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest ; 

No mortal care shall seize my breast ; 
Oh ! may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David's hai-p of solemn sound ! 

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 
And bless his works and bless his word ; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they 

shine ! 
How d^ep thy counsels ! how divine ! 

4 Lord, I shall share a glorious part. 
When grace hath well refined my heart, 
And ffvish supplies of joy are shed, 
Like holy oil to cheer my head. 

5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know 
All I desired or wished below; 

And every power find sweet employ, 
In that eternal world of joy. 

7. 

1 How pleasant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of hosts, thy dwellings are ! 
With long desire my spirit faints. 
To meet th' assemblies of thy saints. 

22 My flesh would rest in thine abode, 
My panting heart cries out for God ; 
My God, my King, why should I be 
So far from all my joys and thee ? 

8 Blest are the saints who sit on high 
Around thy throne of majesty ; 
Thy brightest glories shino above, 
And all their work is praise and love. 



4 Blest are the souls that find a place 
Within the temple of thy grace ; 
There they behold ihy gentler rays. 
And seek thy face, and learn thy praise. 

5 Blest are the men whose hearts arc set 
To find the way to Ziou's gate ; 

God is their strength, and through the 

road 
They lean upon their helper, God. 

C Cheerful they walk with growing strength, 
Till all shall meet in heaven at length; 
Till all before thy face appear, 
And join in nobler worship there. 

8. 

1 Another six days' work is done. 
Another Sabbat! i is begun ; 
Return, my soul ! enjoy thy rcst^ 
Improve the day thy God has blessed. 

2 Oh 1 that our thoughts and thanks may 

rise. 
As grateful incense to the skies ; 
And draw, from heaven, that sweet repose, 
Which none, but he that feels it, knows. 

3 This heavenly calm, within the breast. 
Is Ihe dear pled^re of glorious rest. 
Which for the church of God remains^ 
The end of cares, the end of pains. 

4 In holy duties, let the day, 
In holy pleasures, pass away ; 

How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend, 
In hope of one that ne'er shall end. 



PUBUO WORSHIP. 



MARLOW. CM. 



Arranged hy Db. L. Masow. 

I — . — I 1- 




1. This is the day the Lo^ hath made ; He calls the hours his own : 





Let heavea re - joice, let earth be glad, And praise sur- round the throne. 

T© — r-J ^ ^^ ^Q — . f^ 




9. 

2 To-day ho rose, and left the dead, 
And Satan's empire fell ; 
To-day the saints his triumph spread, 
And all bis wonders tell. 

8 Hosanna to th' anointed King, 
To David's holy Son : 
Help lis, O Lord I descend, and bring 
Salvation from thy throne. 

4 Blest be the Lord "who comes to men 

With messages of grace ; 
Who comes, in God his Father's name, 
To save our sinful race.* 

5 Hosanna in the highest strains 

The church on earth can raise ; 
The highest heavens, in which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler praise. 

1 Blest morning! whose young dawning 

rays 
Beheld our rising God ; 
. That saw him triumph o'er the dust> 
And leave his dark abode. 

2 In the cold prison of a tomb 

The great Bedeemer lay. 
Till the revolving skies had brought 
The third, th' appointed day. 

3 Hell and the grave combined their force 

To hold our God, in vain ; 
The sleeping conqueror arose, 
And burst their feeble chain. 



4 To thy great name, almighty Lord, 
These sacred hours we pay. 
And loud hosannas shall proclaim 
The ti-iumph of the day, 

6 Salvation and immortal praise 
To our victorious King ! 
Let heaven and earth, and rocks and seas, 
With glad hosannas ring. 

It. 

1 Early, my God, without delay, 

I haste to seek thy face ; 
My thirsty spirit faints away, 
Without thy cheering grace. 

2 I've seen thy glory and thy power 

Through all thy temple shine ; 
My God, repeat that heavenly hour, 
That vision so divine. 

3 Not all the blessings of a feast 

Can please ray soul so well. 
As when thy richer grace I taste. 
And in thy presence dwell. 

4 Not life itself, with all its joys. 

Can my best passions move. 
Or raise so high my cheerful voice, 
As thy forgiving love. 

6 Thus, till my last expiring day, 
I '11 bless my God and King ; 
Thus will I lift my hands to pray, 
And tunc my lips to sing. 



OFBNINa OF SERTICE. 
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CHURCH. CM. 



J* P. HOLBBOOK. 
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1. Mj Boul, how love- ly is the pUee, To which thy God re-sorts! 

J.J J.J J ■■T'J I. . J ^ - ri 



^ 



f°r=f 





Tis heaven to see his smil - ing face. Though in his earth - ly courts. 




19. 

2 There the great Monarch of the skies 

His saving power displays ; 
And light breaks in upon our eyes, 
Wim kind and qaickening rays. 

3 With his rich gifts, the heavenly Dove 

Descends and fills the place; 
While Christ reveals his wondrous love, 
And sheds abroad his grace. 

4 There, mighty God ! thy words declare 

The secrets of thy will ; 
And still we seek thy mercy there, 
And sing thy praises still. 

13. 

1 Far from the world, O Lord, I flee. 

From strife and tumult far ; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 
His most successful war. 

2 The calm retreat, the silent shade, 

With prayer and praise agree ; 
And seem by thy sweet bounty made 
For those who follow thee. 

8 There, if thy Spirit touch the soul, 
And grace her mean abode. 
Oh ! with what peace, and joy, and love. 
She communes with ber God. 

4 There, like the nightingale, she pours 
Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song, 
Nor thirsts for human praise. 



5 Author and Guardian of my life ! 

Sweet source of light divine. 
And — all harmonious names in one — 
My Saviour, thou art mine ! 

6 What thanks I owe thee, and what love, 

A boundless, endless store—' 
Shall echo through the realms above. 
When time shall be no more. 

14. 

1 Frequent the day of God returns 

To shed its quickening beams ; 
And yet how slow devotion bums ; 
How languid are its flames 1 

2 Accept our faint attempts to love. 

Our frailties, Lord, forgive ; 
We would be like thy saints above, 
And praise thee while we live. 

3 Increase, O Lord, our faith and hopc;^ 

And fit us to ascend 
Where the assembly ne'er breaks upu 
The Sabbath ne'er shall end ; — 

4 Where we shall breathe in heavenly tar, 

With heavenly lustre shine, 

Before the throne of God appear, 

And feast on love divine ; — 

5 Where we, in high seraphic strains, 

Shall all our powers employ ; 
Delighted range th' ethereal plains, 
And take our fill of joy. 
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PUBUO WOBSHIP. 



WARWICK. O.S£ 




1. A - rise, King of gnico I a - liae, And en - ter to thj rest ; « 




Lo I thy church waits with long - ing eyes, Tlius to be owned and blest 




IS. 

2 Enter, with all tliy glorious train, 
Thy Spirit and tliy word ; 
All that tlic ark did once contain. 
Could no such grace afford. 

8 Here, mighty God ! accept our vows, 
Here let thy praise be spread ; 
Bless the provisions of thy house, 
And fill thy poor with bread. 

4 Here let the Son of David reign, 

Let God's Anointed shine ; 
Justice and truth his couit maintain, 
With love and power divine. 

5 Here let him hold a lasting throne ; 

And as his kingdom grows, 
Fresh honors shall adorn his crown, 
And shame confound his foc& 

16. 

1 With joy we hail the sacred day 

Which God hath called his own ; 
With joy the summons we obey 
To worship at his throne. 

2 Thy chosen temple. Lord, how fair I 

Where willing votaries throng 
To breathe the humble, fervent prayer. 
And pour the choral song. 

8 Spirit of grace ! Oh, deign to dwell 
Within thy church below; 
Make her in holiness exceli 
With pure devotion glow. 



4 Let peace within her walls bo found ; 
Let all her sons unito. 
To spread with gi-ateful zeal around 
lier clear and shining light 

6 Great Go<l, wo hail the sacred day 
Which thou hast called thine own; 
With joy the summons wo obey 
To worship at thy throne, 

17. 

1 Lord, in the morning thou shall hear 

My voice ascending high ; 
To thee will I direct my prayer, 
To thee lift up mine eye. 

2 Up to the hills where Christ is gone, 

To plead for all his saints, 
Presenting at his Father's throne 
Our songs and our complaints. 

3 Thou art a God before whose sight 

The wicked shall not stand ; 

Sinners shall ne*er be thy delight. 

Nor dwell at thy right hand. 

4 But to thy house will I resort 

To taste thy mercies there ; 
I will frequent thy holy court, 
And worship in thy fear. 

6 Oh, may thy Spirit guide my feet 
In ways of righteousness ! 
Make every path of duty straight^ 
And plain before my face. 



OFBJSnSQ OF SKRYICB. 



COLSCAN. CSff. 



QWO, KtNGSLIT. 

1^— K 




1. Once more, my Boul, the ris - ing day 



Sa - lutes thy wak-'ing eyes; t 





18. 

1 Oncw more, my soal, the rising day 

Salutes thy waking eyes; 
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay 
To him that rules the skies. 

2 Night uiito night his name repeats^ 

The day renews the sound, 
Witie as the heaven on which he sits, 
To turn the seasons round. 

3 'Tis he supports my mortal frame; 

My tongue shall speak his praise ; 
My sins would rouse his wrath to flame, 
And yet his wrath delays. 

4 Qreat God, let all my hoars be thine, 

While I enjoy the light; 
Then shall my sun in smiles decline, 
And brit^ a pleasant night 

1 Hd'W' did my heart rejoice to hear 

My friends devoutly say : 
^ In Zion let us all appear, 
And keep the solemn day.^ 

2 I love her gates, I love the road ; 

The church, adorned with grace, 
Stands like a palace built for God, 
To show his milder face. 

3 Tip to her courts, with joys unknown. 

The holy tribes repair ; 
. 33io Son of David holds his throne. 
And sits in judgment there. 



4 He hears our praises and complaints; 

And, while his awful voide ' 

Divides the sinners from the saints. 
We tremble and rejoice. 

5 Peace be within this sacred place, 

And joy a constant guest ! 
With holy gifts and heavenly grace 
Be her attendants blest ! 

6 My soul shall pray for Zion still. 

While life or breath remains : 
There my best friends, my kindred dwell; 
There God, my Saviour, reigns. 

1 Come, ye that love the Saviour's name, , 

And joy to make it known ; 
The Sovereign of your hearts proclaim, 
And bow before his throne. 

2 Behold your King, your Saviour, crowne^ 

With glories all divine ; 
And tell the wondering nations round. 
How bright those glories shine. 

3 When in his earthly courts wo view 

The beauties of our King, 
We long to love as angels do. 
And with their voice to sing. 

4 Oh, fpr the day-^the glorious day I 

When heaven and earth shall raise 
With /ill their powers the raptored lay. 
To celebrate thy praise. 
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HYMN. O. S£ 



FTIBLIO WOBSHIP. 



SiOBBBV HaBT. 




^ ^ ii^y^ 



I I I — 



III. 

1. Come, tiiott de • sire of bU thy saints,^ Oar hom-ble strains at - tend, 






While, tirith our prais - es and oom-plaints, Low at 




thy feet we bend. 




91. 

2 How should our songs, like those above, 

With warm devotion rise I 
How should our souls, on wings of love, 
Mount upward to the skies ! 

3 O Lord, thy love alone can raise 

In us the heavenly flame ; 
Then shall our lips resound thy praise, 
Our hearts adore thy name. 

4 Dear Saviour, let thy glory shine, 

And fill thy dwellings here, 
Till life, and love, and joy divine 
A heaven on earth appear. 

1 Blest day of God I most calm, most bright. 

The first and best of days ; 
The laborer's rest, the saint's delight, 
The day of prayer and praise. 

2 My Saviour's face made thee to shine ; 

His rising thee did raise ; 
And made thee heavenly and divine 
Beyond all other days. 

3 The first-fruits oft a blessing prove 

To all the sheaves behind ; 
And they who do the Sabbath love, 
A happy week will find. 

4 This day I must to God appear ; 

For, Lord, the day is thine ; 

Help me to spend it in tiiy fear. 

And thus to make it mine. 



38. 

1 The bird lot loose in Eastern skies^ 

Returning fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam. 

2 But high she shoots through air and lighti 

Above all low delay. 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 
Nor shadow dims her way. 

3 So grant me. Lord, from every snare 

Of sinful passion free. 
Aloft through fi&ith's serener air 
To hold my course to thee. 

4 No sin to cloud, no lure to stay 

My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way, 
Thy freedom in her wings. 

34i 

1 Wearied with earthly toil and care^ ' 

The day of rest bow sweet ! 
To breathe the Sabbath's holy air, 
And sit at Jesus' feet. 

2 Fain would I lay the burden down, 

That wounds me with its weight, 
To gaze awhile at yonder crown, 
And press toward heaven's gate. 

3 I ask a foretaste of the peace. 

The rest, the joy^ the love. 
Which, when their earthly Sabbaths ceaae, 
Await the saints above. 



OPENma OF SBBVICB. 



BEMERTON. C. S£ 



9 




OuAfontx Coll. 



=5#=^ 




1. Lord, whea we bend be^- fore thy throne, And our con - fess - ions pour, 

J 1 I ^ ^.^.^ 




Oh, may we feel the Bins wo ^ own, And bate what we do - ploi'e. 




9S. 

2 Our contrite spirits pitying see ; 

Tme penitence impart; 
And let a healing ray from thee 
Beam hope on every heart* 

3 When we disclose our wants in prayer, 

May we our wills, resign ; 
Nor let a thought our bosom share, 
Which is not wholly thine. 

4 Let faith each meek petition fill, 

And wail it to the skies ; 
And teach our hearts 'tis goodness still 
That grants it or denies. 

1 Spirit of truth ! on this thy day, 

To thee for hefp wo cry. 
To guide us through the dreary way 
Of dark mortality. 

2 We ask n6t, Lord, the cloven flame, 

Or tongues of various tone ; 
But long thy praises to proclaim 
With fervor in our own, 

3 No heavenly harpings soothe our ear. 

No mystic dreams we share; 
Yet hope to feel thy comfort near, 
* Ani bless thee in our prayer. 

4 When tongues shall cease, and power de- 

cay, 
And knowledge empty prove, 
Do tboa thy tremblii^ servants stay. 
With Eftith, and hope, and love. 



97. 

1 God of the sun-light hours, how sad 

Would evening shadows be, 

Or night, in deeper sable clad, — 

If aught were dark to thee ! 

2 How mournfully that golden gleam 

Would touch the thoughtful heart, 
If, with its soft, retiring beam. 
We saw thy love depart. 

3 But, tho* the gathering gloom may hide 

Those gentle rays awhile. 
Yet they who in thy house abide. 
Shall ever share thy smile. 

4 Then let creation's volume close 

Though every page be bright ; 
On thine, still open, we repose 
With more intense delight. 

38. 

1 O God I by whom the seed is given. 

By whom the harvest blessed ; 
Whose word, like manna showered from 
heaven. 
Is planted in our hreast, — 

2 Preserve it from the passing feet, 

And plunderers of the air, 
The sultry sun^s intenser heat. 
And thorns of worldly care. 

3 Though buried deep, or thinly strown. 

Do thou thy grace supply ; 
The hope in earthly fiirrowa sown, 
Shall ripen in the aky. 
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PUBLIC WORSHIP. 



GT. THOMAS. 8. M. 




1. Come, we who love the Lord I And 

. . ^ A 



be known : 




39. 

1 Come, we who love the Lord, 

And let our joys be known ; 
Join in a song of sweet accord, 
And thns surround the throne. 

2 Let those refuse to sing 

Who never knew our God ; 
But children of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys labroad. 

8 The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 
Celestial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 

4 The hill of Zion yields 

A thousand sacred sweets 
Before we reach the heavenly fields- 
Or walk the golden streets. 

5 Then let our songs abound, 

And every tear be dry ; 
We're marching thro' Imraanuel's ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 

30. 

1 Welcome, sweet day of rest. 

That saw the Lord arise 1 
Welcome to this reviving breast, 
And these rejoicing, eyes I . 

2 The King himself cosnes "near, 

And feasts his saints to-day ; 
Here may we sit, and see. him here, 
And love, and praise, and pray. 



3 One day, amid the place 

Where my dear Lord hath been, 
Is sweeter than ten thousand days 
Within the tents of sin. 

4 My willing isoul woiild stay 

In such a frame as this, 
And sit and sing herself away 
To everlasting bliss. 

31. 

1 Awake, and sing the song 

Of Moses and. the Lamb ; 
Wake, every heart and eveiy tongas 
To praise the Satiour's name. 

2 Sing of his dying love ; 

Sing of his rising power ; 

Sing— how he intercedes above 

Fur those whose sins he bore. 

« 

3 Ye pilgrims! on the road 

To Zion's city, sing ! 
Kejoice ye in the J-zanib of God,— - 
In Christ, tli' eternal King. 

* ■ ' 

4 Soon shall we. hear liiro say, — 

" Y« blessed children ! come ;" 

Soon will he cal| us hence away. 

And take his wanderers home. 

5 There shall each raptured tongue 

Ilis endless pcaise proclaim ; 
And sweetie voicea> tun0 the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb. 



/>» 



OPENING OF SBRVICK 



S* BC 



u 



J. P. HOLSSOOX. 




1. Sweet is the work» O Lord| Thy glo - rious name to sing; 




To praise and pray — to hear thy word, And grate -ful of -ferings bring. 



m.}fyf^\^' M 



^=^ 



pPi 



39. 

2 Sweet, at the dawning ligbt, 

Thy boundless love to tell ; 
And when approach the shades of night, 
Still on the theme to dwell. 

3 Sweet, on this day of rest, 

To join, in heart and voice, 
With those who love and serve thee best, 
And in thy name rejoice, 

4 To songs of praise and joy 

Be every Sabbath given, 
That such may be our blest employ 
Eternally in heaven. 

33. 

1 Behold, the morning sun 

B^ns his glorious way ; 
His beams through all the nations run, 
And light and life convey. 

2 But where the Gospel comes, 

It spreads diviner light ; 
It calls dead sinners from tHeir tombs. 
And gives the blind their sight, 

3 How perfect is thy word ! 

And all thy judgments just I 
Forever sure thy promise. Lord, 
And we securely trust. 

4 My gracious God, how plain 

Are thy directions given I 
Oh, may I never read in vain, 
Bat find the path to heaven. 



34. 

1 O THOU above all praise, 

Above all blessing high, 
Who would not fear thy holy namei 
And laud, and magnify ! 

2 Oh, for the living flame 

From thine own altar brought, 
To touch our lips, our souls inspire, 
And wing to heaven our thought ! 

3 God is our strength and song, 

And his salvation ours ; 
Then be his love in Christ proclaimed 
With all our ransomed powers. 

3;S. 

1 How charming is the place 

Where my Redeemer, God, 
XJnvails the beauty of his face, 
And sheds his love abroad I 

2 Not the fair palaces. 

To which the great resort, 
Are once to be compared with this^ 
Where Jesus holds his court 

3 Here, on the mercy^seat, 

With radiant glory crowned. 
Our joyful eyes behold him sit 
And smile on all around. 

4 Give me, O Lord, a place 

Within thy blest abode, . 
Among the children of thy graces 
The servants of my God. 



PUBLIO WORSHIP. 




Arrange^ by Bb. L. Masox. 
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(To God the Father's throne Your highest honora rAtte ; 



( Glo^ry to God the Son ; To God the Spirit praise ; j" With all our powers, E-ter - nal King, 



;1 




Thy name we sing; While £iith adores — Thj name we sing. 



While faith a - dores. 




36. 

1 Welcomb, delightful tnorn, 
Tboil day of sacred rest ! 
I hail thy kind retnrn ; — 

Lord, make these moments blest : 



r 



I soar to reach 
Immortal joys. 



From tluj'low train 
Of mortal toys, 

2?K'ow may the King descend 
And fill his throne of grace ; 
Thy sceptre, Lord, extend, 
, While saints address thy face : 



And learn to know 
And fear the Lord. 



Let Thinners feel 

Thy quickening word, 

3 Descend, celestial Dove, 

With all thy quickening powers 5 
Disclose a Saviour's love, 
An3 bless the sacred hours : 



Then sliall my soul 
New life obtain, 



Nor Sabbaths bo 
Enjoyed in vain. 



37. 

• ^ 

1 A'^AKEy'ye- saints, awake 1 

And. hail this sacred day ; 
In loftiest songs of praise 

Your- joyful homage pay : 
Come bless the day that God hath blest, 
The type of heaveii's eternal rest 

2 On this auspicious mom 

The Lord of life arose ; 
He burst the bars of death, 

Atid vanquished all our foes ; 
And now he pleads our cause above, 
And reaps the fruit of all his love. 



Thy name we Btng^ While faith a - dores. 

3 All hail, trinniphatit Lord ! ; 

Ileaven with hosannas rings, 
Andearth in humbler strains 

Thy praise responsive sings : 
Worthy the Lamb that once was slain, 
Through endless years to live and reign ! 

38. 

1 Upward I lift mine eyes. 
From God is all my aid ; 
The God who built the skies, 
And eai1;h and nature made : 



God is the tower 
To which I fly ; 



His grace is nigh 
In every hour. 



2 My feet shall iiexer slide, 
Nor fall in fatal snares, 
Since .God, my guard and guide. 
Defends me from my fears : 



Those wakeful eyes 
That never ,sleep. 



Shall Israel keep 
When dangers riio. 



3 No burning heats by day. 
Nor blasts of evening air. 
Shall take my health away. 
If God be with rae there : 



To guard my head 
By night or nooii« 



Thou art my sun. 
And thou my shade, 

4 Hast thou not given thy word 
To save my soul from death ? 
And I can trust my Lord 
To keep my mortal breath : 



I 'II go and come. 
Nor fear to die, 



Till from on high 
Thou call me home. 



OEKEBAL FBAISK 
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1. God of my life ! thro' all mj days, I '11 tuxM the grate- ful notes of praise i \ 




m 






t 



The BODg shall wake with opening h'ght, And war-ble to the 
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si - lent night. 
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39. 

12 When anxious cares would break my rest, 
Aud griofe would tear my throbbing breast, 
The notes of praise ascending high, 
Shall check the murmur and ihe sigh. 

3 "Vyben death o'er nature, shall prevail, . 
And all the powers of language fail, 
Joy thro' my swimming eyes shall break, 
And mean the thanks I cannot speak. 

4 But oh I when that last conflict's o'^r. 
And 1 am chained to qarth no more, — 
With what glad accents shall I rise 
To join the music of the skies ! 

5 Then shall I learn th' exalted strains, 
That echo through the. heavenly plains, 
And emulate, with joy unknown, 

, The glowing seraphs round thy throne. 

40. 

1 HroH in- the heavens, eternal God I 
Thy goodness in full glory shines ; 
Thy truth shall break through every cloud 
That vails and darkens thy designs. 

2- Forever firm thy justice stands, 
* As mountains their foundations keep : 

»..- Wise are the wonders of thy hands ; 
"Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 

3 My God, how excellent thy grace ! 
'Whence all our hope and comfort springs; 
The sons of Adam, in distress. 
Fly to the shadow of thy wings. 



4 From the provisions of thy house 
We shall be fed with sweet repast; 
There, mercy like a river flows. 
And brings salvation to our taste. 

5 Life, like a fountain rich and free, 
Springs frorti the presence of my Lord ; 
And in thy light our souls shall see 
The glories promised in thy word. 

41, 

1 Lord God of Hosts, by all adored I 
Thy name we praise with one accord ; 
The earth and heavens are full of thee, 
Thy light, thy love, thy majesty. 

2 Loud hallelujahs to thy name ' 
Angels and seraphim proclaim ; 
Eternal praise to thee is given 

By all the powers and thrones in heaven, 

3 Th' apostles join the glorious throng, 
The prophets aid to swell the song, r 
The noble and triumphant host 

Of martyrs make of thee their boast. 

4 The holy church in every place 
Throughout the world exalts thy praise^ 
Both heaven and earth do worship thee, 
Thou Father of eternity I 

5 From day to day, O Lord, do we 
Highly exalt and honor thee ; • 
Thy name we worship and adore. 
World without end, forevermore. 
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I. Be - fore Je - bo-vah's aw-ful throne, Ye na-tions, bowwith sa-ered joy; 
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Know that the Lord is God a - 1odo» 
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43. 



&- 



2 His sovereign power, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 
And when, like wandering sheep, we 

strayed, 
Ue brought us to his fold again. 

3 We are his people, we his care, 
Our souls, and all our mortal frame : 
What lasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name ! 

4 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs ; 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

5 Wide as the world is thy command. 
Vast as eternity thy love ; 

Firm as a rock thy truth must stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 

43. 

1 Jbrovah reigns ; his throne is high ; 
His robes are light and majesty ; 

His glory shines with beams so bright, 
No mortal can sustain the sight. 

2 His terrors keep the world in awe ; 
His justice guards his holy law ; 
Yet love reveals a smiling face ; 
And truth and promise seal the grace. 

8 Through all his works bis wisdom shines, 
And bafSieB Satan's deep designs ; 
His power is sovereign to fulfill 
The noblest counsels of his wilL 



He caa' ere - ate. and he de - stroy. 



^Hj-i^m 



4 And will this glorious Lord descend 
To be my Father and my Friend ? 
Then let my songs with angels join j 
Heaven is secure, if God be mine. 

44. 

1 From all that dwell below the skicsi 
Let the Creator's praise arise : 

Let the Redeemer's name be sung, 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

2 Eternal are thy mercies. Lord I 
Eternal truth attends thy word : 

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shoro^ 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

4ff. 

1 All people that on earth do dwell. 
Sing to the. Lord with cheerful voice ; 
Him serve with fear, his praise forth tell, 
Come ye before him and rejoice. 

2 The Lord, ye know, is God indeed. 
Without our aid ho did us make ; 
We are his flock, he doth us feed. 
And for his sheep he doth us take. 

8 Oh, enter, then, his gates with praise ; 
Approach with joy his courts unto ; 
Praise, laud, and bless his name alwaysi 
For it IS seemly bo to do. 

4 For why ? the Lord our God is good. 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth at all times firmly stood. 
And shall froiii age to age endure. 



aEKEBAL PRAISE. 
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LONG. Zi.Aff. 



J. P. HOLBBOOK. 




1. Londbjil-le - lu-jaha to the Lord, From distant worids where creatnres dwell I Lot heaven begin th«' 



ef^ 
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Bol • enuT word. And soatid It dreadAiI down to hell, And sooad it dread-ftil down to hell. 
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46. 

1 Loud hallelujalis to the Lord, 

From distant worlds where creatures dwell! 
Let heaven begin the soltemn word, 
And sound it dreadful down to hell. 

2 Wide as his vast dominion lies, 
Make the Creator's name be known ; 
Loud as his thunder shout his praise, 
And sound it lofty as his throne. 

8 Jehovah — *t is a glorious word! 
Oh, may it dwell on every tongue ; 
But saints who best have known the Lord, 
Are bound to raise the noblest song. 

4 Speak of the wonders of that love 
Which Gabriel plays on every chord : 
Fro!n all below, and all above, 
Loud hallelujahs to the Lord 1 

47. 

1 What equal honors shall we bring 
To thee, O Lord oiir God, the Lamb, 
When all the notes that angels sing 
Are far inferior to thy name ? 

2 Worthy is he who once was slain. 

The Prince of Peace, who groaned and 

died ; 
Worthy to rise, and live, and reign 
At his almighty Father's side. 

8 Blessings forever on the Lamb, 

Who bore the curse, for wretched men : 
Let angels sound hia sacred name, 
And every creature say^ Anaen I 



48. 

With glory clad, with strength arrayed. 
The Lord, that oW all nature reigns, 
The world's foundation strongly laid, 
And the vast fabric still sustains. 

How sure established is thy throne ! 
Which shall no change or period see ; 
For thou, O Lord, and thou alone, 
Art God from all eternity. 

The foods, O Lord, lift up their voice. 
And toss the troubled waves on high ; 
But God above can still their noise, 
And make the angry sea comply. 

49. 

GivK to the Lord, ye sons of fame. 
Give to the Lord renown and power; 
Ascribe due honors to his name. 
And his eternal might adore. 

The Lord proclaims his power aloud, 
O^er all the ocean and the land ; 
His voice divides the watery cloud, 
And lightnings blaze at his command. 

The Lord sits Sovereign on the flood ; 
The Thunderer reigns forever King ; 
But makes his church his blest abode. 
Where we his awful glories sing. 

In gentler languasfe, there the Lord v 
Tlie counsels of his grace imparts : 
Amid the raging storm, his word 
Speaks peace and courage to our hearta 



2^ l^ITBXiIO^ WOHSHIPi 

EVEinNa HTMN. L. M. 



Th. Tallis, 




. L Glo - ry to thee, my God, thiflnight, Pof all tbe . bless-idgs of the light: 



r-^ 





Keep me, oh, keep me. King of kings I 



neath the shad - ow of thy wings. 




so, 

1 Glory to thee, my God, tliia night, 
For all the blessings of the light : 
Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings ! 
Beneath the shadow of thy wings, 

2 Forgive me, Lord ! through thy dear Son, 
The ill which I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace inay be. 

B Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as niy bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at thy judgment day. 

4 Be thou my guardian while I sleep, 
Thy watchful station near me keep ; 
My heart with love celestial fill, 

And guard me from th' approach of ill. 

5 Lord, let my soul forever share 
The bliss of thy paternal cate I 

'T is heaven on earth, 't is heaven above, 
To see thy face, and sing thy love. 

6 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him, all c^es^nres here below ; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Hdy Ghost! 

St. 

J Thb Lord is filing! lift up thy voice, 
O earth, and all ye heavens, rejoice ! 
, From world to world the joy shall ring : 
' Tiie Lord omnipotent is King4 



2 The Lord is King! who then shall dare 
Resist his will, distrust his care? 

Holy and true are all his ways : 
Let every creature speak his praise. 

3 The Lord is King ! exalt your strains,' 
Ye saints, your God, your Father reigns'; 
One Lord, one empire, all secures : 

He reigns, — and life and death are yours, 

4 Oh, when his wisdom can mistake. 
His might decay, his love forsake. 
Then may his children cease to sing, — 
The Lord omnipotent is King I 

S9. 

1 Now to the Lord a noble song 1 
Awake, my soul ! awake, my tongue t 
Hosanna to th' eternal name. 

And all his boundless love proclaim. 

2 See where it shines in Jesus' face,-^ 
The brightest image of his grace I 
God, in the person of his Son, 

Hath all his mightiest works outdone. , 

8 Grace! — ^'tis a sweet, a channing theme : 
My thoughts rejoice at Jesu^s' name : 
Ye angels ! dwell upon the sound : 
Ye heavens 1 reflect it to the ground. 

4 Oh ! may I teach that happy place. 
Where he unvails his lovely face. 
Where all hi* beauties you behold. 
And sing his n^meto harps. of ^Mt'- 



Qr¥^fii^b a^RAiSfi. 




The 8pa-ciou3 fir - ma -meat A - round Shall o - cho bock the joy-fal sound. 




S3. 

2 -Reeount Lis works ia strains divine, 
His wondrous works — how bright they 

shine ! 
Praise bim for liis almighty deeds, 
Whose greatness all yoar praise exceeds. 

3 Awake the trumpet's piercing sound, 
To spread your sacred pleasures round ; 
In praise awake es^h. tuneful string, 
And to the solemn, organ sing. 

4 Let all, wjiom life and breath inspire, 
Attend, and join the blissful choir ; 

. But chiefly ye, who know his word, 
Adore^ and love, a&d praise tlio Lord ! 

1 Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring 
To Kim who gave thee power to sing : 
Praise him, who is all praise above, 
The source of wisdom and of love. 

2 IIow vast his knowledge ! how profound ! 
A depth where all our thoughts are 

drowned ! 
The stars he numbers, and their names 
He gives to all those heavenly flames. 

3 Through each bright world above, behold 
Ten thousand thousand charms unfold ; 
Earth, air, and mighty seas combine, 
To speak his wisdppi all divine. 

4 But in redemption, ol^ what grace ! 

Its wonders, ob, what thought can trace ! 
Here wisdom shines forever bright : 
Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight. 



^^^^^ 






ss. 

Bless, O my soul, the living God ; 
Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad : 
Let all the powers within me join 
In work and worship so divine. 

Bless, O my soul, the Go<l of grace ; 
llis favors claim thy highest praise : 
Why should the wonders he hath wrought 
Be lost in silence and forgot ? 

'T is he, my soul, that sent his Son 
To die for crimes which thou hast done ; 
lie owns the ransom, and forgives 
The hourly follies of our lives. 

Let every land his power confess ; 
Let all the earth adore his grace : 
My heart and tongue with rapture join, 
In work and worship so divine. 

se. 

The floods, O Lord, lift np their voice. 
The mighty floods lift up their roar ; 
The floods .in tumult loud rejoice, 
And climb in foam the sounding shore* 

But mightier than the mighty sea. 
The Lofd of glory reigns on high : 
Far o'er its waves we look to thee. 
And see their fury break and die. 

Thy word is true, thy promise sure, 
That ancient promise, sealed in love ; 
Here be thy temple ever pure. 
As thy pure mansions shine above. 
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Ds. L. Masoi'. 




1. Gome, ye tbat know and fear the Lord, And raise your thoughts a - bore ; 





Let er - ery heart and voice ao - cord, 



To sing that " God is love.** 

r^ , ^ — =P= — p — Gh 




S7. 

2 This precious truth his word declares, 

And all his mercies prove ; 
Jesus, the gift of gifts, appears, 
To show that " God is love." 

3 Behold his patience, bearing long 

With those who from him rove ; 
Till mighty grace their hearts subdues, 
To teach them — " God is love." 

4 Oh, may 'we all, while here below, 

This best of blessings prove ; 
Till warmer hearts, in brighter worlds, 
Proclaim that '* God is love." 

ss. 

1 What shall I render to ray God, 

For all his kindness shown ? 
My feet shall visit thine abode. 
My songs address thy throne. 

2 Among the saints that fill thy house. 

My oifering shall be paid ; 
There shall my zeal perform the vows 
My soul in anguish made. 

3 How much is mercy thy delight, 

Thou ever-bless6d God 1 
How dear thy servants in thy sight— 
Hpw precious is their blood I 

4 How happy all thy servants arc I 

How great thy grace to me ! 
My life, which thou bast made thy care, 
Lord! I devote to thee. 



6 Now I am thine — for ever thine ; 
Nor shall my purpose move ; 
Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain, 
And bound mo with thy love. 

i 

6 Here, in thy courts, I leave my vow. 
And thy rich grace record ; 
Witnbss, ye saints ! who hear me now, 
If I forsake the Lord. 

S9. 

1 Glory to God the Father be, 

Glory to God the Son, 
Glory to God the Holy Ghott— 
Glory to God alone ! 

2 My soul dotli magnify the Lord, 

My spirit doth rejoice 
In God, my Saviour and my God ; 
I hear Jiis joyful voice. 

3 I need not go al)road for joy, 

Who have a feast at home ; 
My sighs are turned iuto songs, 
The Comforter is come ! 

4 Down from on high the blessed Dov« 

Is come into my breast, 
To witness God's eternal love ; 
This is my heavenly f^ast 

6 Glory to God the Father be, 
Glory to God the Son, 
Glory to God the Holy Ghost— 
Glory to God alone I 



ULASrOAO. CM. 



6EKEBAL PRAISB. 



Ohbatoucs Coll. 



Id 




1. Be - gin, my tongue, Bome heBven-ly theme, And speak some bound-less thing 
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The might - y works, or might - ier name, Of our o - ter - nal King. 




60. 

1 BsoiN, ray tongue, somo heavenly theme, 

And speak some boundless thing : 
The mifirhty works, or raigliticr name, 
Of our eternal King. 

2 Tell of his wondrous faithfulness. 

And sound his power abroad ; 
8ing the sweet promise of his grace, 
And the performing God. 

3 His very word of grace is strong. 

As that which built the skies ; 
The voice that rolls the stars along 
Speaks all the promises. 

4 Oh, might I hear thy heavenly tongue 

But whisper, ** Thou art mine 1" 
Those gentle words should raise my song 
To notes almost divine. 

61. 

1 Awake, my heart, arise my tongue, 

Prepare a tuneful voice ; 
In God, the life of all my joys, 
Aloud will I rejoice. 

2 'T is ho adorned my naked soul, 

And made salvation mine ; 
Upon a poor polluted worm 
fie makes his graces shifue. 

3 And, lest the shadow of a spot 

Should on my soul be found. 
He took the robe the Saviour wrought. 
And cast it all around. 



4 IIow far this heavenly robo exceeds 

What earthly princes wear ! 
These ornamciit<*, how bright thoy shine! 
How white the garments arc ! 

5 The Spirit wrought my faith, and love, 

And hope, and every grace ; 
But Jesus spent his life to work 
The robe of righteousness. 

6 Strangely, my soul, art thou arrayed. 

By the great sacred Three ! 
In sweetest harmony of praise, 
Let all thy powers agi'cc. 

1 Come, shout aload the Father^s grace. 

And sing the Saviour^s love ; 
Soon shall we join the glorious theme. 
In loftier strains above. 

2 God, the eternal, mighty God, 

To dearer names descends ; 

Calls us his treasure and his joy. 

His children and his friends. 

3 My Father, God ! and may these lips 

Pronounce a name so dear? 
Not thus could heaven's sweet harmony 
Delight my listening car. 

4 Thanks to my God for every gift 

His bounteous hands bestow ; 
And thahhs eternal for that love 
Whence all those comforts flow. 
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1. Come, ftound his praise a -abroad, . And byjmto of .glo - ry sing: 



Je - ba - Tab is the soy - ereiga God, The u - ni - yer - sal King. 




63. 

2 He formed the deeps unknown ; 

He gave the seas their bound ; 
The watery worlds are all his own, 
And all the solid ground. 

3 Come, worship at hia throne. 

Come, bow before the Lord : 
Wo are his work, and not our own, 
He formed us by his word, 

4 To-day Jittend his voice, 

Nor dare provoke his rod ; 
Come, like the people of his choice. 
And own your gracious God. 

64. 

1 Raise your triamphant songs 

To an immortal tune ; 
Let the wide earth resound the ^oods 
Celestial grace has done. 

2 Sing — ^how eternal love 

Its chief beloved choso, 
And bade him raise our ruined rAoe 
From their abyss of woes, 

3 His hand no thunder bears. 

No terror clothes his brow, 
No bolts to drive our guilty souls 
To fiercer flames below. 

4 'T was mercy filled the throne, 

And wrath stood silent by, 
WhenChrist was sent, with pardons, down 
To rebels doomed to die. 



5 Now, sinners ! dry Jpour tears ; 

Lot hopel €pa sorrow ceases ; "_ 

Bow to the sceptre of his love. 

And take the offered peace. ' 

6 Lord ! we obey thy- call ', 

We lay aa humble claim 
To the salvation thou ha^t broughl^ 
And love and praise thy name. .; 

1 To God the only wise. 

Our Saviour an^ our King, ; 

Let all the saints below the skies , 
Their humble praises bring, 

2 'T is his almighty lote, 

His counsel and his care, 
Preserves us safe from sin and dealh^ 
And every hurtfu) snare. 

3 He will present our souls, •, 

Unblemished and complete, 
Before the glory of hie face, r 

With joys divinely gr^at 

4 Then all the ohQsen seed 

Shall meet iiroand the tl^rpnie, 
Shall bles» the conduct of his gim0tJ 
And uMbke his wonders known, . 

5 To our Redeemer God 

Wisdom and power hdongs^ 
Immortal crowns of majesty, »' 

And everlasting songs. . 
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-1. Oh I bleacr the Iiord, my soul I- His graee to thee ,pro - claim: 
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66. 

2 Oh I bloss the Lord, my soul ! 
His mercies bear in mind : 
Forget not all his benefits : 
The Lord to thee is kind. 

8 He will not always chido ; 

He will with patience wait;. 
His wrath is ever slow to rise. 
And ready to abate. . 

4 He pardons all thy sins, 

Prolongs thy feeble breath; 
He healcth thy infirmities, 
And ransoms thee from death. 

5 Then bless his holy name, 

Whose grace hath made thee whole ; 
Whose loving-kindtiess crowns thy days ; 
Oh ! bless the Lord, my soul ! 

67. 

1 Now let our voices join 
To raise a sacred song ; 
Ye pilgrims ! in Jehovah's ways, 
With mosio pAss along. 

9 See — flowers of paradise. 
In rich profdsion^ spring; 
The san of glory gilds the path, 
And dear companions skig. 

3 See — Salem's golden spires. 
In heauteous prospect, rise ; 
An 1 brighter crowns than mortals wear. 
Which sparkle through the skies. 



4 All honor to his name. 

Who marks the shining way, — 
To him who leads the pilgrixs on 
To realms of endless day. 

68. 

1 Thy name, almighty Lord ! 

Shall sound through distant lands ; 
Great is thy grace, and snre thy word. 
Thy truth forever stands. 

2 Far be thine honor spread, 

And long thy praise endure, 
Till morning light and evening shade 
Shall be exchanged no more. 

69. 

1 Lord, in this sacred hour 

Within thy courts we bend. 
And bless thy love, and own thy powei^ 
Oiir Father and our Friend. 

2 But thou art not alone 

In courts by mortals trod ; 
Nor only is the day thine own 
When man draws near to God. 

3 Thy. temple is the arch 

Of yon unmeasured sky ; 
Thy Sabbath, the stupendous march 
Of grand eternity. 

4 Lord, may that holier day 

Dawn on thy servants' sight; 
And purer worship may we pay 
In heaven's unclouded light 



23 PUBUO WOBSHIP. 

BXUfilVUMTO. 78. Doable. 



8. Wkbbl 




1. While, with eease-lesB ooarse, the Bnn Hast - ed through the lor * mer year, 




Ma - ny aonls their raee have run, ISev - er more to meet ua liei e : 
D. 8. We a lit - tie Iod? - er wcit. But how lit - tie — none « can know. 




Fixed ia an e - ter - nal etate, Thej haye done with all be - low ; 




ro. 

ilTdto Tear' 9 Morning. 

2 As the winged arrow flics 

Speedily tl»e mark to find ; 
As the lightning from the skies 

Darts, and loaves no trace behind, — 
B'A'iftly thus our fleeting days 

Bear us down lifers rapid stream ; 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise, 

All below is but a dream. 

3 Spared to see another year. 

Let thy blessing meet us here ; 
Come, thy dying work revive. 

Bid thy drooping garden thrive : 
Sun of Righteousness, arise 1 

Warm our hearts and bless our eyes ; 
Let bur prayer thy pity move. 

Make this y^ar a time of love. 

4 Tlianks for mercies past receive, 

Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us henceforth hoiv to live. 

With eternity in view : 
Bless thy word to old and young. 

Fill us with a Saviour's love ; 
When our life's short race is run, 

May we dwell with thee above. 



1 Let us with a joyful mind 
Praise the Lord, for he is kind, 
For his mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

Let us sound his name abroad, 
For of gods he is the God 
Who by wisdom did create 
Heaven's expanse and all its state ; 

2 Did the solid earth ordain 
How to rise above the main ; 
Who, by his commanding might. 
Filled the new-made world. with light; 
Caused the goldenrtr^s&ed sun 

All the day bis/eourso to rijin; 
And ihe moon to shioie by.nic^ht^ 
'Mid her spangled sisters bright. 

3 All his creatures God doth feed. 
His full hand supplies their need ; 
Let us therefore warble forth 

His high majesty and worth. , 
He his mansion bath on high^ 
'Bove tlie reach of mortal eye ; 
And his mercies shall endure^ 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 



GENERAL PRAISE. 



ONIDO. 78. Donble. 



Art, from Plstkl. Db. L. Mason. 
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1. I/>M of earth 1 thy fwmiiig^ hand WeU this beaoteoi^ 





hills that tower, Ocean roll- ing^ in his power : Tet a- mid this scene so fair, Should I 




m^m^'M 



^s 



cease thy i mile to share, What were all its joys to me f Whom have I on earth but the^ f 




S Lord of Leaven ! beyond our sight 
Shines a world of purer light ; 
There in love's unclouded reign 
Parted hands shall meet again : 
Oh, that world is passing &ir ! 
Yet, if thou wert absent there, 
What were all its joys to mo ? 
Whom have I in heaven but thee ? 

3 Lord of earth and heaven ! my breast 
Seeks in thee its only rest : 
I was lost ; thy accents mild 
Homeward lured thy wandering child. 
Oh I should once thy smile divme 
Cease uppn my soal to shine, 
What were earth or heaven to mo ? 
Whom have I in each but thee f 

73. 

I Holy, holy, holy Lord 
Qod of Hosts ! when heaven and earth, 
Out of darkness, at thy word 
TflBued into glorious birth| 



All thy works before thee stood, 
And thine eye beheld them good. 
While they sung with sweet accord* 
Holy, holy, holy Lord I 

2 Holy, holy, holy ! thee, 
One Jehovah evermore. 
Father, Son, and Spirit I we, 
Dust and ashes, would adore : 
Lightly by the world esteemed, 
From that world by thee redeemedt 
Sing we here with glad accord. 
Holy, holy, holy Lord I 

3 Holy, holy, holy ! all 

Heaven's triumphant choir shall aing^ 
While the ransomed nations fall 
At the footstool of their King : 
Then shall saints and seraphim. 
Harps and voices, swell one hymn^ 
Blending in sublime accord, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord I 



^ PUBUC WORSHIP* 

Ii70NS. IQm & Xla. 



HATmn. 




1. Oh, ppaise ^e the Lord^ prepare your glad voicei His praise in the great as - sem » blj to sing ; 





In their great Orea - tor let all men re-joice, And heirs of Bal-va-tion be glad in their King. 




g^5 



74. 

2 Let them his great Tiame devoutly adore '; 
In loud-swellingstrains his praises express, 
Who graciously opens his bountiful store, 
Their wants to relieve, and his children to 

bless. . . 

3 With gloiyadomed, his people shall sing 
To God, who defence and plenty supplies ; 
Their loud acclamations to him, their 

great King, 
Through earth shall' bo sounded, and 
reach to the skies. 

7S. 

1 Oh, worship the King all-glorious above. 
And gratefully sing h-is wonderful love ; 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient 

of days, . 
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with 
praise. 

2 Oh, tell of his might, and sing of his 

grace. 

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy 
space ; 

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder- 
clouds form, 

And dark is his path on the wings of the 
storm. 

3 Thy bountiful care what tongue can re- 

cite f 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the 
light, ... 



It streams from the hills, it descends to 
the- plain, • . . .^ 

And sweetly distills in the dew and the 
rain. 

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In thee do wc trust, nor find thee to 

fail ; 
Thy mercies how tender ! how firm to the 

end! 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and 
. Friend. 

76. 

Yb servants of God I your Master pro- 
claim. 
And publish abroad his wonderful name ; 
The name all-victorious of Jesus extol ; 
His kingdom is glorious, he rules over 

all 

Salvation to God, who sits on the throne, 
Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son : 
The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim. 
Fall down on their faces, and worship the 
Lamb ! 

Then let us adore,^ and give him his right. 
All glory and power, and wisdom and 

might; ^ 

All honor and blessing, with angels , 

above, . 

And thanks never ceasing, for iiipnite 

love. 
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1. Praise the Ldrdt ye beayens, a- dore liint; PriuBe him, an -gels in the height; 
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be - fore him ; Praise him, all ye stars 
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of light 1 
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77. 



1 — r 



2 Praise tho Lord — ^for he hath spoken ; 

Worlds his mighty voice obeyed ; 
Laws which never shall be broken, 
For their guidance he hath made. 

3 Praise the Lord — for he is gloiious; 

Never shall his promise fail ; 
God hath n)ade his saints victorious, 
Sin and death shall not prevail. 

4 Praise the God of our salvation, 

Hosts on high his power proclaim ; 
Heliven and earth, and all creation, 
Laud and magnify his name I 

78. 

1 Blist bo thou, God of Israel, 

Thon, our Father, and our Lord 1 
Blest thy majesty forever ! 
Ever be thy name adored. 

2 Thine, O Lord, are power and greatness. 

Glory, victory, are thine own ; 

All is tliirie in earth and heaven. 

Over all thy boundless throne. 

3 Riche^ come of thee, and honor, 

Powei: and might to thee belong ; 
Thine it is to make us prosper. 
Only thine to make us strong. 

4 Lord, to thee, thou God of mercy, 

Hymns of gratitude wo raise ; 
To thy name, forever glorious, 
Ever >ve addiress our praise I 



79. 

May tljo grace of Christ, our Saviour, 
And l^e Father's boundless love, 

With the holy Spirit's favor, 
Rest upon U9 from above. 

Thus may we abide in union 
With each other and the Lord, 

And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth can not afford. 

80. 

» 

I WOULD love thee, God and Father ! 

My Redeemer, and my King ! 
I would love thee ; for, without thee, 

Life, is but a bitter thing. 

I would love thee ; every blessing 
Flows to me from out thv throne : 

I would love thee — ^lie who loves theo 
Never feels himself alone. 

I would love theo ; look upon me. 
Ever guide mo with thine eye : 

I would love theo ; if not nourished 
By thy love, my soul would die. 

I would love thee ; may thy brightness 

Dazzle my rejoicing eyes ! 
I would love thee ; may thy goodness 

Watch from heaven o'er all I prize. 

I would love thee, I have vowed it ; 

On thy love my heart is set : 
While J love thee, I can never 

MyHedeemer'a blood forget. 
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1. Let us a -wako our joys; Strike up with cbeer-ful voice ; Each crea-tu?e| sing; 
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Angels, begin the song ; Mortals, the strain prolong, In accents sweet and strong,** Jesus is KingJ 
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81. 

2 Proclaim abroad his namo ; 
Tell of his matchless fame ; 

What wonders done ; 
Above, beneath, around, 
Let all the earth rawund, 
'Till heaven's high arch rebound, 
" Victory is won." 

8 He vanquished sin and hell. 
And our last foe will quell ; 

Mourners, rejoice : 
His dying love adore ; 
Praise him, now raised in power ; 
Praise him for evermore, 

Witb joyful voice, 

4 All hail the glorious day, 
When, through the heavenly way, 

Lo, he shall come. 
While they who pierced him wail ; 
Ilis promise shall not fail ; 
Saints, see your Kmg prevail : 

Great Saviour, come I 



1 Sing, sing his lofty praise, 
Whom angels can not raise, 

But whom they sing ; 
Jesus, who reigns above, 
Object of angels' love, 
Jesus, whose grace we prove, 
Jedus, our King. 

t Riph is the grace we sin^ 
Poor is the praise we bring, 
Not as we ought ; 



But when we see his face, 
In yonder glorious place. 
Then shall we sing his grace, 
Sing without fault. 

83. 

1 Comb, thou almighty King, 
Ilelp us thy name to sing, 

Help us to praise : 
Father! all-glorious. 
O'er all victorious, 
Come, and reign over us. 

Ancient of Days I 

2 Come, thou incarnate Word I 
Gird on thy mighty sword ; 

Our prayer attend : 
Come, and thy people bless. 
And give thy word success; 
Spirit of holiness ! 

On us descend. 

3 Come, holy Comforter ! 
Thy sacred witness bear. 

In this glad hour : 
Thou, who almighty art, 
Now rule in every heart^ 
And ne'er from us depart, 

Spirit of power 1 

4 To the great One in Three^ 
The highest praises bo, 

Hence evermore ! 
His sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see. 
And to eternity 

Love and adore. 
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68 & 48. 
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QiABDIVI. 




1. Praise je Je - ho - vah's name; Praise thro' his courts pro-claim ; lUse and a - dore ; 
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HighoW the heay'Dsaboye,Sottnd his great aotsof love, While his rioh grace we proye^Vast as his power. 

r=^ ^. , rrr , frg.„«g.„;g. , frr,a | 




84. 
1 Pratsb yc Jchorali's name ; 

Praise through his courts proclaim ; 

Rise and adore ; 
High o'er the heavens ahove, 
Sound his great acts of love, 
"While his rich grace we prove, 
Vast as his power. 

S Now let the trumpet raise 
Sounds of triumphant praise, 

Wide as his fame ; 
There let the harp be found ; 
Oi^ns, with solemn 'sound, 
Roil your deep notes around, 
Filled with his name. 

8 While his high praise ye sing, 
Shake every sounding string; 

Sweet the accord ! 
He. vital breath bestows ; 
Let every breath that flows, 
His noblest fame disclose ; 

Praise yo the Lord. 

1 Glort to God on high ! 
Let heaven and earth reply ; 

Praise ye his name ; 
His love and grace adore. 
Who all our «of rows bore ; 
And sing forevermore, 

« Worth/ the Lamb.'» 

9 Ye who surroupd the thronp, 
Cheerfully join in one, . 

Praising his name ; 



Ye who have felt his blood 
Sealing your peace with God, 
Sound his dear nfime abroad : 
"Worthy the Lamb." 

3 Soon must* we change our place; 
. Yet will we never cease 
Praising his name ; 
To him our songs we '11 bring, 
Hail him our gracious King, 
And through nil ages sing, 
" Worthy the Lamb.'' 

86. 

1 Thou ! whose almighty word 
. • Chaos and darkness heard, 

J And took their flight, — 

Hear us, we humbly pray, 
And, where the gospel's day 
Sheds not its glorious ray, 
" Let there be light I" 

2 Thon ! who didat come to bring 
On thy redeeming wing, 

Healing and sights — - 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Sight to the inly blind, — 
Oh ! now to all mankind, 

" Let there be light I" 

3 Spirit of truth and love, 
Life-giving holy Dove I 

Speed forth thy. flight: 
Move on the waters' face, 
Bearing the lamp of grace, 
And, in earth's darkest places 

" Let there be light I*' 
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Db. L. Masox. 




1. Dis - mJBS us with thy blessing, Lord I Help us to feed up - on thy word j 
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All that has been a - miss, for- give, And let thy truth "with - in us live. 
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87. 

1 Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord ! 
Help us to feed upon thy word ; 
All that has been amiss, forgive. 
And let thy truth within us live. 

2 Tliough wo are guilty, thou art good ; 
Wash all our works in Jesus' blood ; 
Give every burdened soul release, 
And bid us all depart in peace. 

88. 

1 Ebb to the world again we go, 
Its pleasures, cares, and idle show. 

Thy grace, once more, O God, wo crave. 
From folly and from sin to save. 

2 May the great truths wc hero have heard, 
The lessons of thy holy word — 
Dwell.in our inmost bosoms deep. 
And all our souls from error keep. 

3 Oh ! may the influence of this day , 
Long as our memory with us stay, 
And as a constant guardian prove. 
To guide us to our home above. 

89. 

1 Lord ! may thy truth, upon the heart 
Now fall, and dwell as heavenly dew, 
And flowers of grace in freshness start 
Where once the weeds of error grew.- 



2 May prayer now lift her sacred wings, 
Contented with that aim alone 
Which bears her to the King of kings, 
And rests lier at his sheltenng throne. 



90. 

1 While now upon this Sabbath eve, 
Thy house, Almighty God, wo leave, 
'T is sweet, as sinks the setting sun, 
To think on all our duties done. 

2 Oh ! evermore may all our bliss 
Bo peaceful, pure, divine, like this; 
And may each Sabbath, as it flies, 
Fit us for joys beyond the skies. 

91. 

1 Lord, now we part in thy blest name, 
In which we here together came ; 
Grant us our few remaining days 

To work thy will, and spread thy praise ! 

2 Teach us in life and death to bless 
Thee, Lord, our strength and righteous 

ncss ; 
And grant us all to meet above ; 
There shall we better sing thy love. 

3 To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, three in one, 
Be honor, praise, and gloiy given. 
By all on earth, and all in heaven* 



CLOSE OP SERVICE. 



WEBER 7s. 
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Arranged /ram Webbb. 
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1. Soft - ly fades the twi - light ray 




Of the ho-ly Sab -bath day; 
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Qen-tly as life's set - ting 
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93. 

2 Night lier solemn mantle spreads 
O'er the earth as daylight fades; 
All things tell of calm repose 
At the holy Sabbath's close. 

3 Peace is on the world abroad ; 
'Tis the holy peace of God — 
Symbol of the peace within, 
When the spirit rests from sin. 

4 Still the Spirit lingers near, 
Where the evening worshiper 
Seeks communion with the skies, 
Pressing onward to the prize. 

6 Saviour ! may our Sabbaths bo 
Days of peace and joy in thee, 
Till in heaven our souls repose, 
Where the Sabbath ne'er shall close. 

93. 

1 For a season called to part, 

L6t us now ourselves commend, 
Td the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 

2 Jesus ! hear our humble prayer ; 

Tender Shepherd of thy sheep ! 
Let thy mercy and thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 

3 7hen, if thou thy help afford, 

; r Joyful songs to thee shall rise, 
And our souls shall praise the Lord, 
J I Who regards our hnnible cries. 



1 Now may he who from the dead 

Brought the Shepherd of the sheep, 
Jesus Christ, our king and head. 
All our souls in safety keep. 

2 May ho teach us to fulfill 

What is pleasing in his sight ; 
Make us perfect in his will, 

And preserve us day and night ! 

3 To that great Redeemer's praise, 

Who tlie covenant sealed with blood. 
Let our heai'ts and voices raise 

Loud thanksgivings to our God. ?; 

9ff. 

1 For the mercies of the day. 
For this rest upon our way. 
Thanks to thee alone be given, 
Lord of earth and King of heaven! 

2 Cold our services have been, ^ 
Mingled every prayer with sin : 

But thou canst and wilt forgive ; 
By. thy grace alone we live. 

3 While this thorny path wo tread. 
May thy love our footsteps lead ; 
When our journey here is past, 
May we rest with thee at last. 

4 Let these earthly Sabbaths prove 
Foretastes of our joys above ; 
While their steps thy children bend 
To the rest which knows no end. 



80 PUBLIC WORSHIP. 

ORBBlTVIIiLB. 8a, 7s & 48. 
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BoimtAir. 




1.. Iiord, dis - miss us with thy bless -ing^. Fill our hearts with joy and peace: 
D. 0. Ob, ro - fresh us. Oh, re - fresh us, TraTolin^ throu^^h this wil - der- ness. 
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Let us each, thy love pos - Bess - ing, Tii-umph in re ^ deem *ing grace; 
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96. 

1 Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, 

Fill our licarts with joy and pcaco : 
Let us each, thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace ; 

Oh, refresh us. 
Traveling through this wilderness, 

2 Thanks we give atid adoration. 

For thy gospel's joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound ; 

May thy presence, 
With us evermore be found. 

8 So, whene'er the signal 's given 
Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey. 

May we ever 
Eeign with Christ in endless day. 

97. 

1 Come, thou soul-transforniing Spirit, 
Bless the sower and the seed : 
Let each heart thy grace inherit. 
Raise the weak, the hungry feed: 

From the gospel 
Now supply thy people's need. 

8 Oh ! may all enjoy the blessing, 

Which thy word 's designed to give ; 
Let us all, thy' love possessing, 
Joyfully the truth receive ; ' 

And forever 
To thy praise and glory^ livo. 
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98. 



.1 Gkntly, Lord! oh, gently leail ns, 

Througii this lonely vale of tears; 
Through the changes thou 'st decreed ii8| 

Till our last great change appears: 
Wheti tcmptation^s darts assail us. 

When in devious paths we stray, 
Let thy goodness never fail us. 

Lead us in thy perfect way. 

2 In the hour of pain and anguish, 

In the hour when death draws near, 
Suffer not our hearts to languish,—* 

Suffer not our souls to fear ; 
And, when mortal life is ended 

Bid us on thy bosom rest, 
Till, by angel-bands attended, 

Wo awake among the blest. 

00. 

1 God of our salvation, hear ns ; 

BlesR, Oh. ! bless ns, er^ we go ; 

When we join the world, be near usi 

Lest we cold and careless grow : 

Saviour, keep us. 
Keep us safe from every foe. 

2 As our steps are drawing hearer 

To our best and lasting home, 
May our view of heaveit grow clearer; 
ilope more bright of joys tb come; 

And when dying, 
May thy presence cheer the gloom. 



GLOSS OF S^KVIOE. 



31 



XiAST BEABC P. BC 



Htmn lOO. 




1. Fad - ing, still fad ^ ing, the last beam is shining ; Fa • ther in heav - . en 1 the 

2. Fa - ther in heav - enl oh I hear 'when we call. Hear, for Christ's sake, who is 








day is de* dining, S'afa-ty and in -no- cence fly with the light, Temp-ta - tion anrl 
Sa-viourof all; Fce-bleand faint-ing wo trust in thy might^ la doubt - ing anfl 





d^n - ger walk forth with the night ; From the fall of the shade till the morning bells 
dark- ness thy loye be our Ught; Let us sleep on thy breast while the night ta - per 





chime, Shield mo from dan - ger, save me from crime. Fa-ther, have mer-cy, Fa-ther, have 
burns, Wake in thy arms when mom -ing re -turns. Fa-ther, &e. 





mer - ey, Fa - ther, have mer - cy thro' Je-sus Christ our Iibrd. 
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THE SCRIPTURKS. ^ 



UXBRZDaE. L.2i. 



Bs. L. Masoit. 




1. God, in the gos - pel of his Son, Makes hia e - ter - nal conn - sels known. 





Where love in all its glo - ry ehines, And truth b drawn in iiiip - est lines. 




lOl. 

1 God, in tbo gospel of his Son, 
Makes his eternal counsels known, 
Where love in all its glory shines, 
And truth is drawn in fairest lines. 

S Here, sinners of an humble frame 
May taste his grace, and learn his name ; 
May read, in characters of blood, 
The wisdom, power and grace of God. 

3 Here, faith reveals, to mortal eyes, 
A brighter worfd beyond the skies ; 
Here, shines the light which guides our 

way 
From earth to realms of endless day. 

4 Oh ! grant us grace, almighty Lord ! 
To read and mark thy holy word, 
Its truths with meekness to receive, 
And by its holy precepts live. 

103. 

1 Thb heavens declare thy glory. Lord ! 
In every star thy wisdom shines ; 
But when our eyes behold thy word. 
We read thy name in fairer lines. 

8 The rolling sun, the changing light. 
And nights and days thy power confess, 
But the blest volume thou hast writ, 
Eeveals thy justice and thy grace. 

8 Sun, moon, and stars, convey thy praise 
Round the whole earth, and never stand : 
So, when thy truth began its race, 
It touched and glanced on every land. 



4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, 
Till through the world thy truth has run; 
Till Christ has all tbo nations blessed 
That see the light, or feel the sun. 

6 Great Sun of righteousness, arise ! 
Bless the dark world with heavenly light: 
Thy gospel makes the simple wise. 
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. 

6 Thy noblest wonders here we view. 
In souls renewed, and sins forgiven ; 
Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew, 
And make thy word my guide to heaven. 

103. 

1 The starry firmament on high. 
And all the glories of the sky. 

Yet shine not to thy praise, O Lord, 
So brightly as thy written word. • 

2 The hopes that holy word supplies, 
Its truths divine and precepts wise, 
In each a heavenly beam I see. 
And every beam conducts to thee. 

3 Almighty Lord, the sun shall fail, 
The moon forget her nightly tale, 
And deepest silence hush on high 
The radiant chorus of the sky ; 

4 But fixed for everlasting years. 
Unmoved, amid the wreck of spheres, 
Thy word shall shine in cloudless day, 
When heaven apd earth have passed away. 
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104. 

1 I LOVE tlio sacred Book of God ! 
No other can its place supply ; 
It points ino to bis own abode, 

It gives mo wings, and bids mo fly. 

2 Sweet Book ! in thee my eyes discern 
The very image of my Lord ; 

From thino instructive paj^o I learn 
The joys his presence will afibrd. 

8 In thee I read my title clear 

To mansions that will ne'er decay ; — 
Dear Lord, oh, when wilt thou appear, 
And boar thy prisoner away ! 

4 While I am here, these leaver, supply 
His place, and tell me of his love ; 

I read with faith's discerning eye, . 
And gain a glimpse of joys a';ove. 

5 I know ia them the Spirit breathes 
To animate his people here ; 

Oh, may these truths prove 11:*^ to all, 
Till in his presence we appear ! 

109. 

1 Now let my soul, eternal Kinc:, 
To thee its grateful tribute brin!^ ; 
My knee with humble homage bow. 
My tongue perform its solemn vow. 

2 All nature sings thy boundless love, 
In worlds below, and worlds above ; 
But in thy blessed wor<l I trace 
Diviner wonders of thy grace. 



3 Here what delightful truths I read ! 
Here I behold the Saviour bleed ; ' 
His name salutes my listening car, 
Revives my heart and checks my fear. 

4 Here Jesus bids my sorrows cease. 
And gives my laboring conscience peace ; 
Here lifts my grateful passions high, 
And points to mansions in the sky. 

5 For love like this, oh, let my song, 
Through endless years, thy praise pro- 
long ; 

Let distant climes thy name adore, 
Till time and nature are no more. 

106. 

1 Upon the Gospel's sacred page 
The gathered beams of ages shine ; 
And, as it hastens, every ago 

But makes its bn<jhtness more divine. 

2 On mightier wing, in loftier flight, 
From year to year does knowledge soar ; 
And, as it soars, the Gospel light 
Adds to its influence more and more. 

3 'More glorious still as centuries roll, 

New regions blessed, new powers un» 

furled, 
Expanding with th' expanding soul, 
Its waters shall o'erflow the world— 

4 Flov/ to restore, but not destroy ; 
As when the cloudless lamp of day 
Pours out its floods of light and joy, 
And sweeps tho lingering mist away. 
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107. 

1 How precious is the book divine, 

By inspiration given ! 
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine 
To guide our souls to heaven. 

2 O'er all the strait and narrow way 

Its radiant beams arc cast ; 
A light whose never-weary ray 
Grows brio^htest at the last. 

3 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts, 

In this dark vale of teara ; 
Life, light, and joy, it still imparts. 
And quells our rising fears. 

4 This lamp, through all the tedious night 

Of life, shall guide our way, 
Till we behold the clearer light 
Of an eternal day. 

108. 

1 Thou lovely Source of true delight, 

Whom I unseen adore ! 
Unvail thy beauties to my sight, 
That I may love thee more. 

2 Thy glory o'er creation shines ; 

But in thy sacred word, 
I read in fairer, brighter lines. 
My bleeding, dying Lord. 

d 'T is here, whene'er my comforts droop. 
And sins and sorrows rise, 
Thy love with cheerful beams of hope, 
. My fainting heart supplies. 



To guide our souls to heaven. 
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4 Jesus, ray Lord, my life, my light, 
Oh ! come with blissful ray ; 
Break radiant through the shades of 
night, 
And chase my fears away. 

6 Then shall my soul with rapture trace 
The wonders of thy love; 
But the full glories of thy face 
Are only known above. 

109. 

1 How shall the youn^ secure their hearts, 

And guard their lives from sin ? 
Thy word the choicest rules imparts 
To keep the conscience clean. 

2 When once it enters to the mind, 

It spreads such light abroad ; 
The meanest souls instruction find. 
And raise their thoughts to God. 

3 'T is like the sun, a heavenly light. 

Til at guides us all the day ; 
And, through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. 

4 Thy precepts make me truly wise ; 

I hate the sinner's road ; 
I hate my own vain thoughts that rise. 
But love thy law, my God I 

5 Thy word is everlasting truth ; 

ilow pure is every page ! 
That holy book shall guide our youth, 
And well support our age. 
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110. 

2 Here my Redeemer's welcome voice 
Spreads heavenly peace around ; 
And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 

8 Oh, may these heavenly pages be 
My ever dear delight ; 
And still ne\Y beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light ! 

4 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord ! 
Be thou forever near ; 
Teach me to love thy sacred word, 
And view my Saviour there. 

111. 

1 A OLOBT gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic, like the sun ; 
It gives a light to every age ; — 
It gives, but borrows none. 

2 The hand that gave it, still supplies 

The gracious light and heat ; 
Its truths upon the nations rise, — 
They rise, but never set 

3 Let everlasting thanks be thine, 

For such a bright display. 
As makes a world of darkness shine 
"With beams of heavenly day. 

4 My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of him I love. 
Till glory breaks upon my view, 
In brighter worlds above. 



iia. 

1 Almighty God ! thy word is cast. 

Like seed into the ground ; 
Let now the dew of heaven descend, 
And riofhteous fruits abound. 

2 Let not the foe of Christ and man 

This holy seed remove ; 
But give it root in every heart, 
To bring foith fruits of. love. 

3 Let not the world's deceitful cares 

The rising plant destroy ; 
But let it yield, a hundredfold, 
The fruits of peace and joy. 

4 Oft as the precious seed is sown, 

Thy quickening grace bestow. 
That all,. whose souls the truth receive,. 
Its saving power may know. 

113. 

1 Blest are the souls that hear and know 

The gospel's joyful sound; 
Peace shall attend the path they go, 
And light their steps surround. 

2 Their joy shall bear their spiints up 

Through their Redeemer's name ; 
His righteousness exalts their hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 

3 The Lord, our glory and defence, 

Strength and s-ilvation gives ; 
Israel, tiiy King forever reigns, 
Thy God forever lives. 
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114. 

2 Almighty Son — incarnate Word — 
Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord I 
Before thy throne we sinners bend ; 
To us thy saving grace extend. 

8 Eternal Spirit ! by whose breath 
The soul is raised from sin and death, — 
Before thy throne we sinners bend ; 
To us thy qui ckeni tig. power extend. 

4 Jehovah ! — Father, Spirit, Son ! — 
Mysterious Godhead — Three in One ! 
Before thy throne we sinners bend ; 
Grace, pardon, life to us extend. 

lis. 

1 With deepest reverence at thy throne, 
Jehovah, peerless and unknown ! 

Our feeble spirits strive, in vain, 

A glimpse of thee, great God ! to gain. 

2 Who, by the closest search, can find 
Th' eternal, uncreated mind ? 

Nor men, nor angels can explore 

Thy heights of love, thy depths of power. 

3 We know thee not ; but this we know, 
Thou reign*8t above, thoa reign'st below : 
And though thine essence is unknown. 
To all the world thy power is shown. 

4 That power we trace on every side ; 
Oh ! may thy wisdom be our guide ! 
And while we live, and when wo die. 
May thine almighty love be nigh. 



116. 

1 O HOLY, holy, holy Lord ! 

Bright in thy deeds and in thy name, 

Forever be thy name adored. 

Thy glories let the world proclaim ! 

2 O Jesus ! Lamb once crucified 
To take our load of sins away. 
Thine be the hymn that rolls its tide 
Along the realms of upper day I 

3 O Holy Spirit! from above, 

In streams of light and glory given, 
Thou source of ecstasy and love, 
Thy praises ring through earth and 
heaven I 

4 O God triune! to thoo wo owe 
Our eveiy thought, our every song; 
And ever may thy praises flow 

From saint* and seraph's burning tongue I 

iiy. 

Being, 

1 There is a God ! — all nature speaks,. 
Through earth, and air, and seas, and skies; 
See — from the clouds his glory brcakis, 
When the first beams of morning rise. 

2 The rising sun, serenely bright. 

O'er the wide world's extended frame. 
Inscribes, in characters of light, 
His mighty Maker's glorious name. 

3 Ye curious minds, who roam abroad, 
And trace creation's wonders o'er, 
Confess the footsteps of your God ;— 
And bow before him — and adore. 
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118. 

2 Angels and men iu vain may raise, 
Harmonious, their adoring songs ; 

Hie laboring thought sinks down op- 
pressed, 
And praises die upon their tongues. 

3 Yet would I lift my trembling voice, 
A portion of his ways to sing ; 

And mingling with his meanest works. 
My humble, grateful tribute bring. 

119. 

OmnUcience, 

1 Lord, thou hast searched and seen me 

through : 
Thine eye commands, with piercing view. 
My rising and my resting hours, 
My heart and flesh with all their powers. 

2 My thoughts, before they are my own. 
Are to my God distinctly known ; 

He knows the words I mean to speak, 
Ere from my opening lips they break. 

3 Within thy circling power I stand ; 
On every side I find thy hand : 
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad, 

I am surrounded still with God. 

4 Amazing knowledge, vast and great! 
What largo extent ! what lofty height ! 
My soul, with all the powei-s I boast. 
Is in the boundless prospect lost. 

6 Oh! may these thoughts possess my breast, 
Where'er I rove, where'er I rest, 
Nor let my weaker passions dare 
Consent to sin, for God is there. 
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1. God of my life, to thco belong, 
The grateful hearty the joyful sonrx ; 
Touched by thy love, each tuncfLl chord 
Resounds the goodness of tlio Lord. 

2 Yet why, dear Lord, this tender cTiro ? 
Why does thy hand so kindly rear 

A useless cumberer of tlio ground. 
On which so little fruit h found ? 

3 Still let the barren fig-tree stand, 
Upheld and fostered by thy hand ; 
And let its fruit and verdure bo 

A grateful tribute. Lord, to thee. 

131. 

SovereigniT/, 

1 May not the sovereign Lord on hicrh 
Dispense his favora as ho will, 
Choose some to life, while others die, 
And yet be just and gracious still ? 

2 What if ho means to show his graco 
And his electing love employs 

To mark out some of mortal race. 
And form them fit for heavenly joys f 

3 Shall man reply against the Lord, 
And call his Maker's ways unjust, 
The thunder of whoso dreadful word 
Can crush a thousand worlds to dust ? 

4 But, O my soul ! if truth so bright 
Should dazzle and confound thy sight, 
Yet still his written will obey, 

And wait the great decisive day. 
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2 Enthroned amid the radiant spheres, 
He glory, like a garment, wears ; 
To form a robe of light divine, 

Ten thousand suns around him shine. 

3 In all our Maker's grand designs, 
Almighty power, with wisdom, shines ; 
His works, thro' all this wondrous frame, 
Declare the glory of his name. 

4 Raised on devotion's lofty wing. 
Do thou, my soul, his glories sing ; 
And let his praise employ thy tongue. 
Till listening worlds shall join the song ! 

133. 

1 Thou, Lord, who rcar'st the mountain's 

heiijht. 
And mak'sttho cliffs with sunshine bright, 
Oh grant that we may own thy hand 
No less in every grain of sand ! 

2 With forests Luge, of dateless time. 
Thy will has hung each peak sublime; 
But withered leaves beneath the tree 
Have tongues that tell as loud of thee. 

8 Teach us that not a leaf can grow 

Till life from thee within it flow ; 

That not a grain of dust can be, 

• O Fount of being ! save by thee ; 

4 That every human word and deed. 
Each flash of feeling, will, or creed, 
Hath solemn meaning from above. 
Begun and ended all in love. 
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134. 

1 Wait, O my soul ! thy Maker's will ; 
Tumultuous passions, all be still ! 
Nor let a murmuring thought arise ; 
His ways are just, his counsels wise. 

2 Ho in the thickest darkness dwells, 
Performs his work, the cause conceals ; 
But, though his methods are unknown. 
Judgment and truth support liis throne. 

3 In heaven, and earth, and air, and seas. 
He executes his fii*ra decrees ; 

And by his saints it stands confeesed, 
That what he does is ever best 

4 Wait, then, my soul I submissive wait. 
Prostrate before his awful seat ; 

And, 'mid the terrora of his rod. 
Trust in a wise and gracious God. 

135. 

1 EiNODOMS and thrones to God belong ; 
Crown him ye nations, in your song ; 
His wondrous names and powei-s rehearse ; 
His honors shall enrich your verse. 

2 He shakes the heavens witli loud alarms ; 
How terrible is God in arms ! 

In Israel are his mercies known, 
Israel is his peculiar throne. 

3 Proclaim him King, pronounce him blest ; 
He 's your defence, your joy, your iwt ; 
When terrors rise, and pations faint, 
God is the strength of every saint. 
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136. 

Ineomprehennbls, 

1 Lord, how mysterious are tby ways I 
How bliud are wo ! bow mean our praise ! 
Thy steps, can mortal eyes explore ? 

'T ]s ouns to wonder and adore. 

2 Great God ! I would not ask to see 
What in my coming life shall be; 
Enough for me if love divine, 

At length through every cloud shall shine. 

3 Are darkness and distress my share ? 
Then let me trust thy guardian care ; 
If light and bliss attend my days, 
Then let my future hours be praise. 

4 Yet this my soul desires to know. 
Be this my only wish bslow, 

That Christ bo mine ; — this great request 
Grant, bounteous God, and I am blest 1 

137. 

Perfections. 

1 The Lord ! how woadrous arc his ways! 
How firm his truth ! how large his grace ! 
He takos his mercy fi)r his throne, 
And thence he makes his glories known. 

2 Not half so high his power hath spread 
The starry heavens above our head, 
As his rich love exceeds our praise^ 
Exceeds the highest hopes wo raise. 

8 Not half so far has nature placed 
The rising rnoming from the west, 
As his forgiving graco removes 
The daily guilt of those he loves. 
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How slowly doth his wrath arise ! 
On swiiler wings salvation flies : 
Or, if he lets his anger burn. 
How soon his frowns to pity turn ! 

Uis cverlastinc; love is sure 
To all his saints, and shall endure ; 
From age to age his truth shall reign, 
Nor children's children hope in vain, 

198. 

Omnipruenet, 

Lord of all being I throned afar, 
Thy glory flames from sun and star ; 
Centre and soul of every sphere. 
Yet to each loving heftrt how near ! 

Sun of our life, thy quickening ray 
Sheds on our path the glow of day ; 
Star of our hope, thy softened light 
Cheers the long watchies of the night. 

Our midnight is thy smile wiihdrawn; 
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn ; 
Our rainbow arch thy mercy's sign ; 
All, save the clouds of sin, arc thine I 

Lord of all life, below, above, 
Whose light istruth, whose warmth islova^ 
Before thy over-blazing throne 
We ask no lustre of our own. 

Grant us thy truth to make us free, 
And kindling hearts that burn for thee, 
Till all thy living altars claim 
One holy light, oao heavenly flame ! 
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839. 

Providence. 

8 In each event of life, how clear 
Thy ruling hand I see ! 
Each blessing to my soul more dear, 
Because conferred by thee. 

4 In every joy that crowns my days, 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart shall find delight in praise, 
Or seek relief in prayer. 

5 When gladness wings my favored hour, 

Thy Jove my thoughts shall fill ; 
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
My soul shall meet tby will. 

6 My lifted eye, without a tear. 

The gathering storm shall sec ; 
My steadfast heart shali know no fear ; 
That heart shall rest on thee. 

130. 

, Providence. 

1 When all thy .mercies, O my God ! 
' My rising soul surveys, 



Transported with the view, I 'm lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul 

Thy tender care bestowed. 
Before my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flowed. 

3 When in the slippery paths of youth 

With heedless steps I ran, 
Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

4 Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 

6 Through every period of my life, 
Thy goodness I '11 pursue ; 
And after death, in distant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 

6 Through all eternity, to thee 
A joyful Bong I '11 raise : 
But oh ! eternity 's too short 
To utter all thy praise I 



131. 

1 When morning's firet and hallowed ray 

Breaks, witu its trembling lights 
To chase the peaHy dews away, 
Bright tear-drops of the night — 

2 My heart, O Lord ! forgets to rove, 

But rises gladly free. 
On wings of everlasting love, 
And finds its home in thee. 

3 When evening's silent shades descend, 

And nature sinks to rest. 
Still, to my Father and my Friend, 
My wishes arc addressed. 

4 Though tears may dim my hours of joy. 

And bid my pleasures flee. 
Thou reign'st where grief cannot annoy ; 
I will bo glad in thee. 

5 And ev'n when midnight's solemn gloom 

Above, around is spread. 
Sweet dreams of everlasting bloom 
Are hovering o'er my head. 

6 I dream of that fair land, O Lord ! 

Where all thy saints shall be ; 
I wake to lean upon thy word. 
And still delight in thee. 

133. 

" Our Father:* 

1 Father of mercies ! God of love ! 

My Father and my God ! 
I '11 sing the honors of thy name. 
And spread thy praise abroad. 

2 In every period of my life 

Thy thoughts of love appear ; 
Thy mercies gild each transient scene. 
And crown each passing year. 

3 In all thy mercies, may my soul 

A Father's bounty sec ; 
Nor let the gifts thy grace bestows 
Estrange my heart from thee. 

4 Teach me, in times of deep distress, 

To own thy hand, God ! 
And in submissive silence learn 
The lessons of thy rod. 

5 Thrpugh every period of my life. 

Each bright, each clouded scene, 
Give me a meek and humble mind, 
Still equal and serene. 

6 Then may I close my eyes in death, 

Redeemed, from anxious fear ; 
For death itself^ my God, is life. 
If thou art with me there. 
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133. 

Providenca. 

1 God, in the high and holy place, 
Looks down upon the spheres ; 

Yet in his providence and grace. 
To every eye appcais. 

2 He bows the heavens; the mountains stand 
A highway for our God; 

He walks amid the desert land ; 
'T is Eden where he trod. 

3 The forests in his strength rejoice ; 
Hark ! on the evening breeze. 

As once of old, Jehovah's voico 
Is heard among the trees. 

4 In every stream his bounty flows. 
Diffusing joy and wealth ; 

In every breeze his Spirit blows, — 
The breath of life and health. 

5 His blessings fall in plenteous showers 
Upon the lap of earth. 

That teems with foliage, fruits, and flowers, 
And rings with infant mirth. 

6 If God hath made this world so fair, 
Where sin and death abound ; 

How beautiful, beyond compare, 
Will Paradise be found ! 

134. 

Watchful Care, 

1 How are thy servants blest, O Lord I 
How sure is their defence ! 

Eternal wisdom is their guide. 
Their help, omnipotence. 

2 In foreign realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care. 

Through burning climes they pass unhurt, 
And breathe in tainted air. 

3 When by the dreadful tempest borne 
High on the broken wave. 

They know thou art not slow to hear, 
Nor impotent to save. 

4 The storm is laid, the winds retire. 
Obedient to thy will ; 

The sea, that roars at thy command, 
At thy command is still. 

5 In midst of dangers, fears, and deaths, 
Thy goodness we '11 adore ; 

We '11 praise thee for thy mercies past, 
And humbly hope for more. 

6 Our life, while thou preserv'st that life. 
Thy sacrifice shall be ; 

. And death, when death shall b3 our lot^ 
Shall /oin our souls to thee. 
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135. 

Power, 

2 Rebel, ye waves, and o'er the land 

With threatening aspect roar : 
Tha Lord uplids his awful hand, 
And chains you to the shore. 

3 Howl, winds of nigh t, your force combine ; 

Without his high behest 
Ye shall not, in the mountain-pine, 
Disturb the sparrow's nest. 

4 His voice sublime is heard afar, 

In distant peals it dies ; < 

He yokes tho whirlwind to his car, 
And sweeps the howling skies. 

5 Ye nations, betid -^in roverencfe hend ; 

Ye monarch^, wait his nod, | 

And bid the choral song ascend 
To celebrate our God. 

136. 

Miijetiy. 

1 O God ! we praise thee, and coufess 
That thou the only Lord , 
And everlasting Father art, 
By all tho earth adored. 

S To thee, all angels cry aloud ; 
To thee the powers on high, 
Both cherubim and seraphim, 
Continually do cry : 

8 O holy, holy, holy Lord, 

Whom hgavenly hosts obey. 
The world is with the glory filled 
Of thy majestic sway I 
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Tho apostles* glorious company, 
And prophets crowned with light, 

With all the martyi*s' noble host 
Thy constant praise recite. 

The holy church throughout tho world, 

O liord, confesses thee, 
That thou th' eternal Father art, 

Of boundless majesty. 

137. 

Providence, 

Keep silence, all created things ! 

And wait your Maker's nod ; 
My soul stands trembling, while she singi 

The honors of her God. 

Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown. 

Hang on his firrn decree ; 
He sits on no precarious throne. 

Nor borrows leave to be. 

His providenccv unfolds the book. 
And makes his counsels shine ; 

Each opening leaf, and every stroke^ 
Fulfills some deep design. 

My God ! I would not long to see 
My fate, with curious eyes — 

What gloomy lines are writ for me^ 
Or what bright scenes may rise. 

In thy fair book of life and grace^ 

Oh ! may I find my name 
Recorded in some humble place, 

Beneath my Lord, the Lamb. 
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0mni9<iUnc€. 

2 Thine all-snrrounding sight surveys 

My rising and my rest, 
My public walks, my private ways, 
And secrets of my breast. 

3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord, 

Before they 're formed within ; 
And, ere my lips pronounce the word, 
He knows the sense I mean. 

4 Oh ! wondrous knowledge, deep and high, 

Where can a creature hide ? 
Within thy circling arms I lie, 
Enclosed on every side. 

5 So let thy grace surround me still, 

And like a bulwark prove, 
To guard my soul from every ill, 
Secured by sovereign love. 

139. 

Proioid€no6, 

1 Odd moves in a mysterious way 

His wonders to perform ; 
Ho plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2 Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his sovereign will. 

8 Te fearful saints, fresh courage take ! 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are biff with mercy, and will break 
In blessings on your head. 



4 Judge not the Lord by feeble s^^nse, 

But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 
But sweet will be the flower. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan his work in vain ; 
God is his own interpreter. 
And he will make it plain. 

140. 

Lord of all, 

1 The Lord our God is Lord of all ; 

His station who can find ? 
I hear him in the waterfall ; 
I hear him in the wind. 

2 If in the gloom of night I shroud, 

His face I cannot fly ; 
I see him in the evening cloud. 
And in the morning sky. 

3 He smiles, we live ! he frowns, we die 1 

We hang upon his word ; 
He rears his mighty arm on high. 
We fall before his sword. 

4 He bids his gales the fields deforguy 

Then,. when his thunders ceaar^^^ 
He paints his rainbow on the storfaf,-^ 
And lulls the winds to peace. I. 
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141. 

EUmity. 

2 Thy throne eternal ages stood, 

Ere seas or stars were made : 
Thou art the ever-living God, 
Were all the nations dead. 

3 Eternity, with all its years. 

Stands present in thy view ; 
To thee there 's nothing old appears — 
Great God ! there 's nothing new. 

4 Our lives thro' various scenes are drawn, 

And vexed with trifling cares ; 
While thine eternal thought moves >pn 
Thine undisturbed affairs. 

5 Great God ! how infinite art thou ! 

What worthless worms are we ! 
Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
And pay their praise to thee. 

143. 

Perfection». 

1 I SING th' almighty power of God, 

That made the mountains rise. 
That spread the flowing seas abroad. 
And built the lofty skies. 

2 I sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day ; 
The moon shines full at his command. 
And all the stars obey. 

3 I sing the goodness of the Lord, 

That filled the earth with food ; 
He formed the creatures with his word, 
And then, pronounced them good. 



4 Lord ! how thy wonders are displayed 

Where'er I turn mine eye ! 
If I survey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the sky ! 

5 There 's not a plant or flower below 

But makes thy glories known ; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow. 
By order from thy throne. 

6 Creatures that borrow life from thee 

Are subject to thy care ; 
There 's not a place where we can flee 
But God is present there. 

143. 

PetfectUms. 

1 Eternal Wisdom ! thee we praise, 

Thee the creation sings ; 
AVith thy loved name, rocks, hills, and 
seas, 
And heaven's high palace rings. 

2 How wide thy hand hath spread the sky ! 

How glorious to behold ! 
Tinged with a blue of heavenly dye, 
And starred with sparkling gold. 

3 Infinite strength, and equal skill, 

Shine through the worlds abroad, 
Our souls with vast amazement fill. 
And speak the builder, God. 

4 But still the wonders of thy grace 

Our softer passions move ; 
Pity divine in Jesus' face 
We sec, adore, and love. 
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144. 

i5tfpre»nac2f. 

2 Immortal glory forms his throne, 

And light his awful robe ; 
While with a smile, or with a frown, 
He manages the globe. 

3 A word of his almighty breath 

Can swell or sink the seas ; 
Build the vast empires of the earth, 
Or break them as he please. 

4 On angels, with unvailcd face 

His glory beams above ; 
On men, he looks with softest grace. 
And takes his title. Love. 

145. 

Iloliruss, 

i Holy and reverend is the name 
Of our eternal King ; 
Thrice holy Lord ! the angels cry ; 
Thrice holy ! let us sing. 

2 The deepest reverence of the mind. 

Pay, O my 'soul ! to God : 
Lift with thy hands a holy heart 
To his sublime abode. 

3 With sacred awe pronoance his name 

Whom words nor thoughts can reach ; 
A broken heart shall please him more 
Than the best forms of speech. 

4 Thou holy God ! preserve our souls 

From all pollution free; 
The pure in heart are thy delight, 
And they thy face shall see. 



146. 

In nature. 

1 Great Ruler of all nature's frame ! 

We own thy power divine ; 
We hear thy breath in every storm, 
For all the winds arc thine. 

2 Wide as they sweep their sounding wayi 

They work thy sovereign will ; 
And, awed by thy majestic voice. 
Confusion shall be still. 

3 Thy mercy tempers every blast 

To them that seek thy face, 
And mingles with the tempest's roar 
The whispers of thy grace. 

4 Those gentle whispers let me hear, 

Till all the tumult cease ; 
And gales of paradise shall lull 
My weary soul to peace. 

147. 

MysUry, 

1 Thy way, O Lord, is in the sea ; 

Thy paths I cannot trace. 
Nor comprehend the mystery 
Of thine unbounded grace. 

2 'T is but in part I know thy will ; 

I bless thee for the sight : 
When will thy love the rest reveal, 
In glory's clearer light ? 

3 With rapture shall I then survey 

Thy providence and grace ; 

And spend an everlasting day 

In wonder, love, and praise. 



46 



CHRIST. 



CHRISTMAS. C.BC 



Havdil. 







1, While sbepherdis watched their flocks b^ night, All seated on the grouDd, 



e an-gel 





of the Lord came down. And glo-ry shone a- round. And glorry shone a-round. 




148. 

2 " Fear not," said he, — for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind, — 
" Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
To yoa and all mankind. 

3 " To you, in David's town, this day, 

Is born of David's line, 
The Saviour, who is Christ, the Lord, 
And this shall be the sign ; — 

4 " The heavenly babe you there shall find 

To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands. 
And in a manger laid." 

5 Thus spake the seraph — and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God, who thus 
Addressed their joyful song : — 

6 " All glory be to God on high, 

And to the earth be peace ; 
Good- will henceforth from heaven to men 
Begin, and never cease I 

149. 

I Joy to the world ! the Lord is come ! 
Let earth receive her King ; 
Let every heart prepare hin?room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 

3 Joy to the world ! the Saviour reigns ! 
Let men their songs employ ; 
While fields and fio^, rocks, hills, and 
plains, 
Repeat the sounding joy. 



3 No more let sin and sorrow grow, 

Nor thorns infest the ground : 
He comes .to make his blessings flow 
Far £L3 the curse is found. 

4 He rules the world with truth and grace, 

And makes the nations prove 
The glories of his righteousness, 
And wonders of his love. 

ISO. 

1 Awake, awalce the sacred song 

To oar incarnate Lord ! 
Let every heart &nd every tongue 
Adore ih' eteroal Word. 

2 That awful Wo^M, that sovereign Power, 

By whom the vorlds were made — 
Oh happy morn ! illustrious hour ! — 
Was once in fiesh arrayed I 

3 Then shone almighty poN^er and love, 

In all their glorious for^^s, 
When Jesus left his throno above, 
To dwell with sinful worms. 

4 Adoring angels tuned their songs 

To hail the joyful day ; 
With rapture then let mortal toDjoraes 
Their grateful worship pay. 

6 What glory, Lord, to thee is duel* 
With wonder we adore ; 
But could we sing as angels do. 
Our highest praise were poor. 
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1 A^QELs rejoiced and sweetly sung 

At our Redeemer's birth ; 
Mortals ! awake ; let every tongue 
Proclaim his matchless worth. 

2 Glory to God, who dwells on high, 

And sent his only Son 
To* take a servant's form, an4 die, 
For evils we had done ! 

3 Good-will to men ; ye fallen race ! 

Arise, and shout for joy ; 
He comes, with rich, abounding grace 
To save, and not destroy. 

4 Lord ! send the gracious tidings forth. 

And fill the world with light. 
That Jew and Gentile, through the earth, 
May know thy saving might. 

1 Hahe, the ^lad sound! the Saviour comes, 

* The Saviour promised long ; 
Let eveiy heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 

2 He comes, the prisoner to release, 

In Satan's bondage held ; 
The gates of brass before him burst. 
The iron fetters yield. 

3 He comes, from thickest films of vice 

To clear the mental ray, 
And, on the eyes long closed in night. 
To pour celestial day. 



4 He comes, the broken heart to bind. 

The bleeding soul to cure, 
And, with the treasures of his grace, 
Enrich the humble poor. 

5 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim, 
' And heaven's eternal arches rinff 
With thy beloved name. 

« 

ISS. 

1 Calm on the listening ear of night, 

Come heaven's melodious strains, 
Where wild Judea stretches far 
Her silver-mantled plains. 

2 Celestial choirs, from courts above, 

Shed sacred glories there. 
And dngels^ with their sparkling lyres, 
Make music on the air. 

3 The answering hills of Palestine 

Send back the glad reply; 
And greet, from all their holy heights, 
The day-spring from on high. 

4 O'er the blue depths of Galilee 

There comes a holier calm. 
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise. 
Her silent groves of palm. 

5 " Glory to God !" the sounding skies 

Loud with their anthems ring — 
" Peace to the earth, good- will to men, 
From heaven's eternal King 1" 
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2 To spread the rays of heavenly light, 

To give the mourner joy, 
To preach glad tidings to the poor, 
Was his divine employ. 

3 Mid keen reproach and cruel scorn, 

He, meek and patient stood ; 
His foes, ungrateful, sought his life. 
Who labored for their good. 

4 In the last hour of deep distress, 

Before his Father's throne, 
With soul resigned he bowed, and said, — 
"Thy will, not mine, be done!" 

5 Be Christ our pattern, and our guide, 

His image may we bear ; 
Oh ! may we tread his holy steps, — 
His joy and glory share. 

ISS. 

1 The Saviour ! what a noble flame 

Was kindled in his breast^ 
When hasting to Jerusalem, 
He marched before the rest ! 

2 Good- will to men, and zeal for God, 

His every thought engross ; 
He longs to be baptized with blood, 
He pants to reach the cross. 

3 With all his sufferings full in view, 

And woes to us unknown, 
Forth to the task his spirit flew ; 
'T was love that urged him on. 



4 Lord, we return thee what we can ; 

Our hearts shall sound abroad ; 
Salvation to the dying man, 
And to the rising God I 

5 And while thy bleeding glories here 

Engage our wondering eyes, 
We learn our lighter cross to beaTi 
And hasten to the skies. 

156. 

1 What grace, O Lord, and beauty sbone 

Around thy steps below ; 
What patient love was seen in all 
Thy life and death of woe. 

2 For, ever on thy burdened heart 

A weight of sorrow hung ; 
Yet no ungentle, murmuring word 
Escaped thy silent tongue. 

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile, 

Thy friends unfaithful prove ; 
Unwearied in forgiveness still. 
Thy heart could only love. 

4 Oh, give us hearts to love like thee I 

Like thee, O Lord, to grieve 

Far more for others' sins than all 

The wroni^s that we receive. 

6 One with thyself, may every eye, 

. In us, thy brethren, see 
The gentleness and grace that spring 
From union, Lord ! with thee. 
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1S7. 

2 Shall we tby life of grief forget, 

Thy fasting and thy prayer ; 
Thy locks with mountain vapors wet, 
To save us from despair ? 

3 Gethsemane can we forget — 

Thy straggling agony ; 
When night lay dark on Olivet, 
And none to watch with tbee ? 

4 Our sorrows and our sins were laid 

On thee, alone on thee : 
Thy precious blood our ransom paid — 
Thine all the glory be ! 

6 Life's 'brightest joys we may forget — 
Our kindred cease to love ; 
But he who paid our hopeless debt, 
Our constancy shall prove. 

ISS. 

1 Lord, as to thy dear cross we flee, 

And pray to be forgiven, 
So let thy life our pattern be, 
And form our souls for heaven. 

2 Help us, through good report and ill. 

Our daily cross to bear ; 
Lake thee, to do our Father's will, 
Our brother's griefe to share. 

8 Let grace our selfishness expel, 
Our earthliness refine ; • 
And kindness in our bosoms dwell 
As free and true as thine. 



4 If joy shall at thy bidding fly. 

And griefs dark day come on, 
We, in our turn, would meekly cry, 
"Father, thy will be done !" 

5 Should friends misjudge, or foes defame. 

Or brethren faithless prove. 
Then, like thine own, be all our aim 
To conquer them by love. 

6 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 

Forgiving and forgiven. 
Oh, may we lead the pilgrim's life, 
And follow thee to heaven ! 

1S9. 

1 Thou art the Way : to thee alone 

From sin and death we flee ; 
And he who would the Father seek, 
Must seek him, Lord, by thee. 

2 Thou art the Truth : thy word alone 

True wisdom can impart ; 
Thou only canst instruct the mind, 
And purify the heart. 

3 Thou art the Life : the rending tomb 

Proclaims thy conquering arm ; 
And those who put their trust in thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life : 

Grant us to know that Way ; 
That Truth to keep, that Life to win, 
Which leads to endless day. 
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160. 

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal, 
Such deference to thy Father's will, 
Thy love and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe and make them mine. 

3 Cold mountains, and the midnight air, 
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer ; 
The desert thy temptations knew, 
Thy conflict, and thy victory too. 

4 Be thou my pattern ; make mc bear > 
More of thy gracious image here ; 
Then God, the Judge, shall own my name 
Among the followers of the Lamb. 

161. 

1 How sweetly flowed the gospel sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace, 
Al^^hen listeningthousandsgathered round. 
And joy and gladness filled the place ! 

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke, 
To heaven he led his followers' way ; 
Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
TJnvailing an immortal day. 

3 " Come, wanderers, ]to my Father's homo, 
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest :" 
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come. 
Obey, thee, love thee, and be blest ! 

4 Decay, then, tenements of dust; 
Pillars, of earthly pride, decay : 
A nobler mansion waits the just. 
And Jesus has prepared the way. 



163. * 

1 How beauteous were the marks divine. 
That in thy meekness used to shine;. 
That lit thy lonely pathway, trod 

In wondrous love, O Son of God ! 

2 Oh ! who Hke Thee — so calm, so bright, 
So pure, so made to live in light? 

Oh ! who like thee did ever go 

So patient through a world of woe? 

3 Oh ! who like thee so humbly bore 
The scorn, the scoffs of men, before ? 
So meek, forgiving, godlike, high, 
So glorious in humility ! 

4 Oh ! in thy light be mine to go, 
Illuming all my way of woe ; 
And give me ever on the road 

To trace thy footsteps, Son of God I 

163. 

1 Not to condemn the sons of men, 
Did Christ, the Son of God, appear ; 
No weapons in his hands are seen. 
No flaming sword, nor thunder there. 

2 Such was the pity of our God, 
He loved the rac^ of man so well, 
Ue sent his Son to bear our load 

Of sins, and save our souls from h^. 

3 Sinners, believe the Saviour's word ; 
Trust in his mighty name, and live : 
A thousand joys his lips afford, 

His hands a thousand blessings give. 
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164. 

2 The weary bird hath left the air, 
And slink into his sheltered nest ; 

The wandering beast has sought his lair, 
And laid him down to welcome rest. 

3 Still near the lake, with weary tread, 
Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And on his lone, unsheltered head. 
Flows the chill night-damp of the wind. 

4 Why seeks he not a home of rest ? 
Why seeks he not a pillowed bed ? 
Beasts have their dens, the bird its nest ; 
He hath not where to lay his head. 

5 Such was the lot he freely chose. 
To bless, to save the human race ; 
And through his poverty there flows 
A rich, full stream of heavenly grace. 

les. 

1 The morning dawns upon the place 
Where Jesus spent the night in prayer ; 
Through yielding glooms behold his face ! 
Nor form, nor comeliness is there. 

2 Brought forth to judgment, now he stands 
Arraigned, condemned, at Pila1;e's bar ; 
Here, spurned by fierce prastorian bands, 
There, mocked by Herod's men of war. 

8 He bears their buffeting and scorn — 
Mock-homage of the lip, the knee — 
The purple robe, the crown of thorn — 
Tbet scourge, the nail, th' accursed tree. 



4 No guile within his mouth is found ; 
Ho neither threatens, nor complains ; 
Meek as a lamb for slaughter bound, 
Dumb, 'mid his murderers he remains. 

5 But hark I he prays : 't is for his foes : 
And speaks : 't is comfort to his friends ; 
Answers : and paradise bestows ; 

He bows his head : the conflict ends. 

166. 

1 Wh^n, like a stranger on our sphere 
The lowly Jesus wandered here, 
Where'er he went, affliction fled, 
And sickness reared her fainting head. 

2 The eye that rolled in irksome night. 
Beheld his face, — for God is light ; 
The opening car, the loosened tongue. 
His precepts heard, his praises sung. 

3 With bounding steps, the halt and lame, 
To hail their great deliverer came ; 
O'er the cold grave he bowed his head. 
He spake the word, and raised the deacL 

4 Despairing madness, dark and wild, 
In his inspiring presence smiled ; 
The storm of horror ceased to roll. 
And reason lightened through the soul. 

5 Through paths of loving-kindness led. 
Where Jesus triumphed we would tread ; 
To all, with willing hands, dispense 
The gifts of our benevolence. 
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167. 

2 A horror of great darkness fell 
On thee, thou spotless, holy One ! 
And all the swarming hosts of hell 
Conspired to tempt God's only Son. 

3 The scourge, the thorns, the deep dis- 

grace — 
These thou could'stbear, nor once repine ; 
Bat when Jehovah vailed his face. 
Unutterable pangs were thine. 

4 Let the dumb world its silence break ; 
Let pealing anthems rend the sky ; 
Awake, my sluggish soul, awake I 

Ho died, that we might never die. 

6 Lord ! on thy cross I ^x mine eye , 
If e'er I lose its strong control, 
Oh ! let that dying, piercing cry, 
Melt and reclaim my wandering soul. 

168. 

1 Jesus, whom angel hosts adore. 
Became a man of griefs for me ; 

In love, though rich, becoming poor, 
That I through him enriched might be. 

2 Though Lord of all, above, below. 
Ho went to Olivet for me ; 

There drank my cup of wrath and woe," 
When bleeding in Gethsemane. 

3 The ever-blessed Son of God 
Went up to Calvary for me ; 

There paid ray debt, there bore my load, 
In his own body on the tree. 



Jesus, whose dwelling is the skies. 
Went down into the grave for me ; 
There overcame my enemies, 
There won the glorious victory. 

'T is finished all : the vail is rent, 
The welcome sure, the access free ; — 
Now then, we leave our banishment, 

Father, to return to thee ! 

160. 

When I survey the wondrous cross. 
On which the Prince of glory died. 
My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride* 

Forbid it, Lord ! that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my God ; 
All the vain things that charm mo most, 

1 sacrifice tbem to his blood. 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet, ■ 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ; 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet^ 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 

His dying crimson, like a robe, 
Spreads o'er his body on the tree ; 
Then I am dead to all the globe. 
And all the globe is dead to me. 

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small ; 
Love 80 amazing, so divine. 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 
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170. 

2 'T is midnight — and from all removed, 
Immanuel wrestles lone with fears ; 
Ev'n the disciple that ho loved, 
Heeds not his Master's griefs and tears. 

3 'T is midnight-^and for others' guilt 
The Man of sorrows weeps in blood ; 
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt, 

Is not forsaken by his God. 

4 'T is midnight — and from ether-plains 
Is borne the song that angels know ; 
Unheard by mortals are the strains 
That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe. 

in. 

1 "*Tis finished!" — so the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bowed his head, and died : 
'T is finished ! — yes, the race is run. 
The battle fought, the victory won. 

2 'T is finished ! — all that heaven foretold 
By prophets in the days of old ; 

And truths are opened to our view, 
That kings and prophets never knew. 

3 'T is finished !— Son of God, thy power 
Hath triumphed in this awful hour ; 
And yet, our eyes with sorrow see 
That life to us was death to thee. 

4 'Tis finished ! — let the joyful sound 

Be heard through all the natio^ns round ; 

'T is finished ! — let the echo fly 

Thro' heaven and hell, thro' earth and sky. 



ira. 

1 Deep in our hearts let us record 
The deeper sorrows of our Lord ; 
Behold the rising billows roll, 
To overwhelm his holy soul ! 

2 Yet, gracious God, thy power and love 
Have made the curse a blessing prove : 
Those dreadful sufferings of thy Son 
Atoned for crimes which we had done, 

3 Oh, for his sake, our guilt forgive, 
And let the mourning sinner live ! 
The Lord will hear us in his name. 
Nor shall our hope be turned to shame» 

173. 

1 Stretched on the cross the Saviour dies I 
Hark ! his expiring groans arise ; 

See — from his hands, his feet, his side ; 
Fast flows the sacred, crimson tide ! 

2 But life attends the deathful sound, 
And flows from every bleeding wound : 
The vital stream,— how free it flows, 
To save and cleanse his rebel foes. 

3 Can I survey this scene of woe, 
Where mingling grief and wonder flow, 
And yet my heart unmoved remain. 
Insensible to love or pain ? 

4 Come, dearest Lord ! thy grace impart 
To warm this cold, this stupid heart ; 
Till all its powers and passions move 
In melting grief, and ardent love. 
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1 Alas I and did my Saviour bleed, 

And did ray Sovereign dic^ 
Wonld he devote that sacred head 
For such a worm as I ? 

2 Was it for crimes that I had done 

He gi-o^ned upon the tree ? 
Amazing pity ! grace unknown ! 
And love beyond degree I 

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide, 

And shut his glories in, 
When Christ, the great Creator, died 
JFor man, the creatoress sin. 

.4 Thus might I hide my blushing face 
While his dear cross appears ; 
Dissolve my- heart in thankfulness, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 

5 But drops of grief cah ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe ; 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, 
'T is all that I caii do. 

17 S. 

1 Behold the Saviour of mankind, 

Nailed to the shameful tree ! 
How vast the love that him inclined 
To bleed and die for me ! . 

2 Hark! how he groans, while nature shakes, 

And earth's strong pillars bend ! 
The temple's vail asunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 



3 ^T is finished ! now the ransom's paid, 

" Receive my soul !" he cries : 
See — how he bows his sacred head ! 
He bows his head and dies I 

4 But soon he '11 break death's iron chain, 

And in full glory shine ; 

Lamb of God ! was ever pain — 
Was ever love like thine 1 

176. 

1 Oh ! if my soul were formed for woe. 

How would I vent my sighs ! 
Repentance should like rivers flow 
From both my streaming eyes. 

2 'T was for my sins my dearest Lord 

Hung on the cursed tree. 
And groaned away a dying life 
For thee, my soul 1 for thee. . 

3 Oh ! how I hate these hists of mine 

That crucified my Lord ; 
Those sins that pierced and nailed hit 
flesh 
Fast to the fatal wood 1 

4 Yes, my Redeemer — they shall die ; 

My heart has so decreed ; 
Nor will I spare the guilty things 
That made my Sitviour bleed. 

5 While with a melting, broken hearty 

My murdered Lord I view, 

1 '11 raise revenge against my sins, 

And slay the murderers too. 
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all a - bove. And all be -low, The debt 

irr. 

2 He left his starry crown, 

And laid his robes aside ; 
On wings of love came down, 

And wept, and bled, and died : 
What he endured, To save our souls 
No tongue can tell. From death and hell. 

3 Frooi the dark grave he rose — 

The mansion of the dead ; 
And thence his mighty foes 
In glprious triumph led ; 



of love 



To him you owe. 



Up tlirough the sky 
Thq conqueror rode, 



And reigns on high, 
The Saviour-God. 



4; From thence he '11 quickly come — 
His chariot will not stay — 
And bear our spirits home 
To realms of endless day : 



There shall we see 
His lovely face, 



And ever be 
In his embrace. 



178. 

1 Yes, the Redeemer rose ; 

The Saviour left the dead ; 
r And o'er our hellish foes 

High raised his conquering head, 



Fall to the ground, 
. And sink away. 



In wild dismay. 
The guards around 

2 Lo I the angelic bands 
In full assembly meet. 
To wait his high commands, 
And worship at his feet : 



From realms of day, 
To Jesus' tomb. 



Joyful they come. 
And wing their way, 

3 Then back to heaven they fly, 
And the glad ladings bear : 
Hark ! as they soar on high, 
What music fills the air ! 



Hath left the dead ; 
He rose to-day." 



Their anthems say : 
" Jesus who bled 

4 Ye mortals, catch the sound. 
Redeemed by him from hell ; 
And send the echo round 

The globe on which you dwell : 



Transported cry : 
"Jesus who bled 



Hath left the dead. 
No more to die." 



5 All hail, triumphant Lord, 

Who sav'st us ivith thy blood ! 
Wide be thy name adored, 
Thou rising, reigning God ! 



With thee we rise, 
With thee we reign, 



And empires gain 
Beyond the skies^ 
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yoheav'nly gates, Ye everlasting doors 1 give way.* 



179. 

3 Loose all your bars of massy light, 
And wide unfold th' ethereal scene : 
He claims these mansions as his right ; 
Receive the King of glory in. 

4 Who is the King of glory — who ? 
The Lord who all our foea o'ercame ; 
Who sin, and death, and hell overthrew 
And Jesus is the conqueror's name. 

5 Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chant the solemn lay : — 

*' Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates 
Yo everlasting doore ! give way." 

6 Who is the King of glory — who ? 

The Lord of boundless power possessed ; 
The King of saints and angels, too, 
God over all, forever blessed. 

180. 

1 The King of saints, — how fair his face I 
Adorned with majesty and grace. 
He comes, with blessmgs from above. 
And wins the nations to his love. 

t At his right hand, our eyes behold 
The queen, arrayed in. purest gold ; 
The world admires her heavenly dress. 
Her robe of joy and righteousness. 



3 Oh ! happy hour, when thou shalt rise 
To his fair palace in the skies ; 

And all thy sons, a numerous train, 
Each, like a prince, in glory reign. 

4 Let endless honors crown his head ; 
Let every age his praises spread ; 
While we, with cheerful songs, approye 
The condescension of his love. 

181. 

1 ExERNALGod, celestial King I 
Exalted be thy glorious name ; 

Let hosts in heaven thy praises sing, 
And saints on earth thy love proclaim. 

2 My heart is fixed on thee, my God I 
I rest my hope on thee alone ; 

I '11 spre.^d thy sacred truths abroad, 
To all mankind thy love make known* 

3 Awake, my tongue ! awake, my lyre ! 
With morning's earliest dawn arise ; 
To songs of joy my soul inspire, 
And swell your music to the skies. 

i With those who in thy grace abound, 
To thee I '11 raise my thankful voice ; 
While every land, the earth around, 
Shall hear, and in thy name rejoice. 
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183. 

2 'T was he who cleansed our foulest sins, 
And washed us in his precious blood ; 
'T"is he who makes us priests and kings, 
And brings us rebels near to God. 

3 To Jesus, our atoning Priest, 
To Jesus, our eternal King, 

Be everlasting power confessed ! 
Let every tongue his glory sing. 

4 Behold! on flying clouds he comes. 
And every eye shall see him move ; 
Though with our sins we pierced him once, 
He now displays his pardoning love. 

6 The unbelieving world shall wail, 
While we rejoice to see the dafy ; 
Come, Lord ! nor let thy promise fail, 
Nor let thy chariot long delay. 

183. 

1 Come, let us sing the song of songs — 
The saints in heaven began the strain — 
The homage which to Christ belongs : 

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !" 

2 Slain to redeem us by his blood, 
To cleanse from every sinful stain. 
And make us kings and priests to God — 
" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !" 

3 To him who suffered on the tree, 
Our souls, at his soul's price, to gain, 
Blessing, and praise, and glory be : 

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !" 



4 To him, enthroned by filial right, 

All power in heaven and earth proclaim, 

Honor, and majesty, and might : 

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !" 

5 Long as we live, and when we die. 
And while in heaven with him we reign; 
This song, our song of songs shall bo : 

" Worthy the Lamb, for ho was slain •" 

184. 

1 Bright King of Glory, dreadful God ! 
Our spirits bow before thy feet : 

To thee we lift an humble thought, 
And worship at thine awful seat. 

2 A thousand seraphs strong and bright 
Stand round the glorious Deity ; 
But who, among the sons of light, 
Pretends comparison with thee ? 

3 Yet there is One of human frame, 
Jesus, arrayed in flesh and blood, 
Thinks it no robbery to claim 

A full equality with God. 

4 Their glory shines with equal beams: 
Their essence is forever one, . 

Thoughtheyarcknownbydifferentnames, 
The Father God, and God the Son. 

6 Then let the name of Christ our King 
With equal honors be adored ; 

His praise let every angel sing 
And all the nations own the Lord. 
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185. 

2 Jesus ! hail ! whose glory brightens 

All above, and gives it worth ; 
Lord of life ! thy smile enlightens, 

Oh eers, and charms thy saints on earth : 
When we think of love like thine, • 
Lord I we own it love divine. 

3 King of glory ! reign for ever — 

Thine an everlasting crown ; 
Nothing, from thy love, shall sever 

Those whom thou hast made thine 
Happy objects of thy grace, [own ; — 
Destined to behold thy face. 

4 Saviour I hasten thine appearing ; 

Bring — oh, bring the glorious day, 
When the awful summons hearing. 

Heaven and earth shall pass away ; — 
Then, with golden harps, we '11 sing,— 
"Glory, glory to our King." 

186. 

1 Hail, thou once despised Jesus ! 

Crowned in mockery a king ! 
Thou didst suffer to release us ; 

Thou didst free salvation bring. 
Hail, thou agonizing Saviour, 

Bearer of our sin and shame ! 
By thy merits we find favor ; 

Life is given through thy name. 

2 Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory, 

There for ever to abide ; 



All the heavenly host adore thee, 
Seated at thy Father's side : 

There for sinners thou art pleading ; 
There thou dost our place prepare : 

Ever for us interceding, 
Till in glory we appear. 

3 Worship, honor, power, and blessing 

Thou art worthy to receive ; 
Loudest praises, without ceasing, 

Meet it is for us to give. 
Help, ye bright angelic spirits ; 

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays ; 
Help to sing our Saviour's merits ; 

Help to chant Immanuel's praise. 

187. 

1 Hail, my ever-blessed Jesus I 

Only thee I wish to sing ; 
To my soul thy name is precious. 

Thou my Prophet, Priest, and King. 
Oh I what mercy flows from heaven I 

Oh ! what joy and happiness I ' 
Love I much ? I 'm much forgiven ; 

I 'm a miracle of grace. 

2 Once, with Adam's race in ruinj 

Unconcerned in sin I lay. 
Swift destruction still pursuing, 

Till my Saviour passed that way. 
Witness, all ye hosts of heaven, 

My Redeemer's tenderness ; 
Love I much ? I 'm much forgiven ; 

1 'm a miracle of grace. 
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188. 

2 Thou art gone, where now is riven, 

What no mortal might could gain : 
On the eternal thtone of heaven, 
In thy Father's power to reign. 

3 There thy kingdoms all adore thee, 

Heaven above and earth below, 
"While the depths of hell before thee, 
. Trembling and defeated bow. 

4 We, O Lord ! with hearts adoring, 

Follow thee above the sky. 
Hear our prayers thy grace imploring, 
Lift our souls to thee on high. 

5 So when thou again in glory 

On the clouds of heaven shalt shine. 
We thy flock may stand before thee, 
Owned forevermore as thine. 

189. 

1 Lo ! Jehovah, we adore thee — 

Thee, our Saviour — thee, our God ; 
From thy throne let beams of glory 
Shine through all the world abroad. 

2 Jesus ! thee our Saviour hailing, 

Thee our God in praise we own ; 
Highest honors, never failing, 
Kise eternal round thy throne. 

8 Now, ye saints, his power confessing, 
In your grateful strains adore ; 
For his mercy, never ceasing. 
Flows, and flows forevennore. 



190. 

1 One there is, above all others. 

Well deserves the name of Friend • 
His is love beyond a brother's, 
Costly, free, and knows no end. 

2 Which of all our friends, to save us, 

Could or would have shed his blood ! 
But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconciled in him to God. 

3 When he lived on earth abased. 

Friend of sinners was his name ; 
Now above all glory raised. 
He rejoices in the same. 

4 Oh ! for grace our hearts to soften ! 

Teach us, Lord, at length, to love ; 
We, alas ! forget too often 
What a friend we have above, 

191. 

1 Jesus comes, his conflict over, 

Comes to claim his great reward ; 
Angels round the victor hover. 
Crowding to behold their Lord. 

2 Yonder throne for him erected. 

Now becomes the victor's seat ; 
Lo, the man on earth rejected ! 
Angels worship at his feet. 

3 Day and night they cry before him,—. 

" Holy, holy, holy Lord !" 
All the powera of heaven adore him; 
All obey his sovereign word. 
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193. 

2 Love's redeeming work is done, 
Fought the fight, the battle won : 

. Lo I our sun's eclipse is o'er ; 
Lo ! he sets in blood no more. 

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal — 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell : 
Death in vain forbids his rise, 
Christ hath opened paradise. 

4 Lives again our glorious King ! 
Where, Death, is now thy sting ? 
Once he died, our souls to save ; 
Where's thy victory, boasting Grave ? 

193. 

Ad/otrU, 

1 Hark ! the herald angels sing, 
"Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild; 
God and sinners reconciled." 

2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise ; 
Join the triumphs of the &kies ; 
With the angelic hosts proclaim, 
" Christ is born in Bethlehem." 

3 Mild he lays his glory by; 

Born that man no more may die ; 
Bom to raise the sons of earth ; 
Born to give them second birth. 

4 Hail, the heaven-bom Prince of Peace ! 
Hail, the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all he brings, 

Risen with healing in his wings. 



^ 



5 Let us then with angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-born King !— 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled I" 



194. 

1 Angels ! roll the rock away ; 
Death ! yield up thy mighty prey ; 
See ! the Saviour leaves the tomb, 
Glowing with immortal bloom. 

2 Hark ! the wondering angels raise 
Louder notes of joyful praise ; 
Let the earth's remotest bound 
Echo with the blissful sound. 

3 Now, ye saints, lift up your eyes, 
See him high in glory rise I 
Hosts of angels, on the road, 
Hail him — the incarnate God. 

4 Heaven unfolds its portals wide, 

See the Conqueror through them ride ! 
King of glory ! mount thy throne — 
Boundless empire is thine own. 

5 Praise him, ye celestial choirs ! 
Tune, and sweep your golden lyres ; 
Raise, O earth ! your noblest songs, 
From ten thousand thousand tongues. 

6 Every note with wonder swell, 
Sin o'erthrown, and captive hell ! 
Where, death, is now thy sting? 
Where thy terrors, vanquished ^^g\ 
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1. All hail! the power of Jesus' name I Let angels prostrate fall I Bring forth the royal diadem, And 





crown him Lord of all, Bring forth the royal di-a - dem, And crown him Lord of all. 
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2 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race, 

Ye ransomed from the fall ; 
Hail hjm, who saves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

3 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget 

The wormwood and the gall ; 
Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

4 Let every kindred, every tribe, 

On this terrestrial ball. 
To him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown him Lord of all. 

5 Oh ! .that with yonder sacred throng. 

We at his feet may fall ; 
We '11 join the everlasting song. 
And crown him Lord of all. 

106. 

1 Behold the glories of the Lamb, 

Amid his Father's throne ; 
Prepare new honors for his name, 
And songs before unknown. 

2 Let elders worship at his feet, 

The church adore around. 
With vials full of odors sweet, 
And harps of sweeter sound. 

3 Those are the prayers of all the saints. 

And these the hymns they raise : 
Jesus is kind to our complaints ; 
He loves to hear our praise. 



Now to the Lamb that once was slain, 

Be endless blessings paid ! 
Salvation, glory, joy remain 

Forever on thy head ! 

Thou hast redeemed our souls with blood, 

Hast set the prisoners free, 
Hast made us kings and priests to God, 

And we shall reign with thee. 

107. 

HosANNA to the Prince of light. 
That clothed himself in clay ; 

Entered the iron gates of death. 
And tore the bars away. 

See how the Conqueror mounts aloft, 

And to his Father flies, 
With scars of honor in his flesh, 

And triumph in his eyes. 

There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And scatters blessings down. 

Our Jesus fills the middle seat, 
Of the celestial throne. 

Raise your devotion, mortal tongues, 
To reach his blessed abode ; 

Sweet be the accents of your songs 
To our incarnate God. 

Bright angels I strike your loudest strings 

Your sweetest voices raise ; 
Let heaven, and all created things, 

Sound our Immanuel's praise. 
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108. 

2 No mortal can with him compare 

Among the sons of men ; 
Fairer he is than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 

3 He saw me planged in deep distress, 

He flew to my relief; 
Por me he bore the shameful cross, 
And carried all my grief. 

4 To him I owe my life, and breath, 

And all the joys I have : 
He makes me triumph over death, 
And saves me from the grave. 

5 Since from his bounty I receive 

Such proofs of love divine. 
Had I a thousand hearts to give. 
Lord, they should all bo thine ! 

100. 

1 The Saviour ! oh ! what endless charms 

Dwell in the blissful sound ! 
Its influence every fear disarms. 
And spreads sweet comfort round. 

2 Here pardon, life and joys divine, 

In rich effusion flow, 
For guilty rebels lost in sin, 
And doomed to endless woe. 

3 The almighty Former of the skies 

Stooped to our vile abode ; 
While angels viewed with wondering eyes 
And hailed the incarnate God. 



4 Oh ! the rich depths of love divine ! 

Of bliss a boundless store ! 
Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine ; 
I cannot wish for more. 

5 On thee alone my hope relies, 

Beneath thy cross I fall ; 
My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice, 
My Saviour, and my All 1 



300. 

1 Oh ! for a thousand tongues to sing 

My dear Redeemer's praise ! 

The glories of my God and King, 

The triumphs of his grace ! 

2 My gracious Master and my God ! 

Assist me to proclaim, 
To spread, through all the earth abroad, 
The honors of thy name. 

3 Jesus — the name that calms my fears, 

That bids my sorrows cease ; 
'T is music to my ravished ears ; 
'T is life, and health, and peace. 

4 He breaks the power of reigning sin, 

He sets the prisoner free ; 
His blood can make the foulest clean ; 
His blood availed for me. 

5 Let us obey, we then shall knoitr^ 

Shall feel our sins forgiven ; 
Anticipate our heaven below, 
And own, that love is heaven. 
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301. 

1 I find bim lifting up my head ; 

He brings salvation near : 
His presence makes me free indeed, 
And he will soon appear. 

2 He wills that I should holy be : 

What can withstand his will ? 
The counsel of his grace in me 
He surely shall fulfill. 

^ Jesus, I hang upon tby word ; 
I stead&stly believe 
Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord, 
And to thyself receive. 

5 When God is mine, and I am bis, 
Of paradise possessed, 
I taste unutterable bliss. 
And everlasting rest. 

303. 

1 Hfi, who on earth as man was known, 

And bore our sins and pains, 
Now, seated on th' eternal throne, 
The God of glory reigns. 

2 His hands the wheels of nature guide 

With an unerring skill ; 
And countless worlds, extended wide. 
Obey his sovereign will. 

3 While harps unnumbered sound his praise 

In yonder world above, 
His saints on earth admire his ways. 
And glory in his love. 



4 When troubles, like a burning sun, 
Beat heavy on their head ; 
To this almighty rock they run, 
And find a pleasing shade. 

6 How glorious he — how happy they. 
In such a glorious friend ! 
Whose love secures them all the way. 
And crowns them at the end. 

903. 

1 Come, let us join our songs of praise 

To our ascended Priest ; 
He entered heaven, with all our namci 
Engraven on his breast. 

2 Below he washed our guilt away. 

By his atoning blood ; 
Now he appears before the throne, 
And pleads our cause with God. 

3 Clothed with our nature still, he knowg 

The weakness of our frame, 
And how to shield us from the foes 
Whom he himself o'ercame. 

4 Nor time, nor distance, e'er shall quenct 

The fervor of his love ; 
For us he died in kindness here. 
For us he lives above. 

6 Oh ! may wo ne'er forget his grace, 
Nor blush to bear his name ; 
Still may our hearts hold fast his faith— 
Our lips his praise proclaim. 
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304. 

2 Enlightened by thy heavenly ray, 
Our shades and darkness turn to day ; 
Thine inward teachings make us know 
Our danger, and our refuge too. 

3 Tliy power and glory work within, 
And break the chains of reigning sin ; 
All our imperious lusts subdue, 

And form our wretched hearts anew. 

4 The trojjibled conscience knows thy voice ; 
Thy cheering words awake our joys ; 
Thy words allay the stormy wind, 

And calm the surges of the mind. 

305. 

1 Comb, O Creator Spirit blest ! 
And in our souls take up thy rest ; 
Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid, 
To fill the hearts which thou hast made. 

2 Great Comforter ! to thee we cry ; 
O highest gift of God most high ! 
O fount of life ! O fire of love ! 
Send sweet anointing from above ! 

3 Kindle our senses from above. 

And make our hearts o'erflow with love ; 
With patience firm, and virtue high. 
The weakness of our flesh supply. 

4 Far from us drive the foe we dread, 
And grant us thy true peace instead ; 
So shall we not, with thee for guide, 
Turn from the path of lifa aside. 



306. 

1 Come, bless6d Spirit ! source of liglit ! 
Whose power and grace are unconfined, 
Dispel the gloomy shades of night, — 
The thicker darkness of the mind. 

2 To mine illumined eyes, display 
The glorious truth thy word reveals ; 
Cause me to run the heavenly way. 
Thy book unfold, and loose the seals. 

3 Thine inward teachings make me know 
The mysteries of redeeming love, 

The vanity of things below, 
And excellence of things above. 

4 While through this dubious maze I stray, 
Spread, like the sun, thy beams abroad, 
To show the dangers of the way,- 

And guide my feeble steps to God. 

307. 

1 Come, Holy Spirit ! calm my mind. 
And fit me to approach my God ; 
Kemove each vain, each worldly thought, 
And lead me to thy blest abode. 

2 Hast thou imparted to my soul 
A living spark of holy fire ? 

Oh ! kindle now the sacred fiame ; 
Make me to burn with pure desire. 

3 A brighter faith and hope impart, 
And let me now my Saviour see ; 

Oh ! soothe and cheer my burdened heart. 
And bid my spirit rest in thee. 
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308. 

2 Whene'er, to call the Saviour mine, 
With ardent wish my heart aspires,— 
Can it be less than power divine. 
That animates these strong desires ? 

3 And, when my cheerful hope can say, — 
I love my God and taste his grace, — 
I^rd ! is it not thy blissful ray. 

That brings this dawn of sacred peace ? 

4 Let thy good Spirit in my heart 
Forever dwell, O God of love ! 

And light and heavenly peace impart, — 
Sweet earnest of the joys above. 

^09. 

1 Stay, thou insulted Spirit ! stay, 
Though I have done thee such despite ; 
Oast not a sinner quite away, 

'Nor take thine everlasting flight. 

2 Though I have most unfaithful been 
Of all who e*er thy grace received ; 
Ten thousand times thy goodness seen, 
Ten thousand times thy goodness,, 

grieved ; — 

8 Yet,- oh ! the chief of sinners spare, 
In honor of my great High-Priest; 
Nor, in thy righteous anger, swear 
I shall not see thy people's rest 

4 My weary soul, O God ! release, 
Uphold me with thy gracious hand ; 
Guide me into thy perfect peace, 
And bring me to the promised land. 



310. 

1 Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfort from above : 
Be thou our guardian, thou our guide ! 
O'er every thought and step preside. 

2 To us the light of truth display. 

And make us know and choose thy way ; 
Plant holy fear in every heart. 
That we from God may ne'er depart. 

3 Lead us to holiness — the road 

That we must take to dwell with God ; 
Lead us to Christ, the living way. 
Nor let us from his precepts stray. 

4 Lead us to God, our final rest. 
To be with him forever blessed ; 
Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share, 
And drink our fill of pleasure there. 

311. 

1 As when in silence, vernal showers 
Descend, and cheer the fainting flowers. 
So, in the secrecy of love. 

Falls the sweet influence from above. 

2 That heavenly influence let me find 
In holy silence of the mind, 

While every grace maintains its bloom, 
Diftusing wide its rich perfume. 

3 Nor let these blessings be confined 
To me, but poured on all mankind, ^ 
Till earth's wild wastes in verdure rise, 
And a young Eden bless our eyes. 
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313. 

2 Look ! how wo grovel here below, 

Foqd of these trifling toys I 
Oar souls can neither fly nor go 
To reach eternal joys. 

3 In vain we tune our formal songs ; 

In vain we strive to rise ; 
Ilosannas languish on oiir tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live 

At this poor, dying rate — 
Our love so faint, so cold to thee, 
And thitie to us so great? 

6 Come, Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers. 
Gome, shed abroad a Saviour^s love. 
And that shall kindle ours. 

313. 

1 Spirit Divine ! attend our prayer. 

And make our hearts thy home ; 
Descend with all thy gracious power : 
Come, Holy Spirit, come ! 

2 Come as the light : to us reveal 

Our sinfulness and woe ; 
And lead us in those paths of life 
Where all the righteous go. 

3 Come as the Are, and purge our hearts, 

Like sacrificial flame : 
Let our whole soul an offering be 
To our Bedeemer^s name. 



4 Come as the dew, and sweetly bless 
This consecrated hour ; 
May barrenness rejoice to own 
Thy fertilizing power. 

6 Come as the wind, with rushing sounc^ 
With Pentecostal grace ; 
And make the ^reat salvation known 
Wide as the human race. 

6 Spirit Divine, attend our prayer. 
And make our hearts thy home ; 
Descend with all thy gracious power : 
Come, Holy Spirit, come ! 

314. 

1 Comb, Holy Ghost, Creator, come, 

Inspire these souls of thine ; 
mi every heart which thou hast mad« 
Be filled with grace divine. 

2 Thou art the Comforter, the gift 

Of God, and fire of love; 

The everlasting spring of joy, 

And unction from above. 

3 Enlighten our dark souls, till they 

Thy sacred love embrace ; 
Assist our minds, by nature frail, 
With thy celestial grace. 

4 Teach us the Father to confess, 

And Son, from death revived. 
And thee, with both, O Holy Ghost, 
Who art from both derived. 
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31S. 

1 Why should tbe children of a King 

Go mourning all their days ? 
Great Comforter ! descend, and bring 
Some tokens of thy grace. 

2 Dost thou not dwell in all the saints, 

And seal the heirs of heaven ? 
When wilt thou banish my complaints, 
And show my sins forgiven ? 

3 Assure my conscience of her part 

In the Redeemer's blood ; 
And bear thy witness with my heart 
That I am bom of God. 

4 Thou art the earnest of his love, 

The pledge of joys to come ; 
And thy soft wings, celestial Dove, 
Will safe convey me home. 

316. 

1 Enthroned on high. Almighty Lord ! 

The Holy Ghost send down ; 
Fulfill in us thy faithful word, 
And all thy mercies crown. 

2 Though on our heads no tongues of fire 

Their wondrous powers impart, 
Grant, Saviour, what we more desire, 
Thy Spirit in our heart. 

3 Spirit of life, and light, and love, 

Thy heavenly influence give ; 
Quicken our souls, our guilt remove. 
That we in Christ may live. 



4 To our benighted minds reveal 

The glories of his grace, 
And bring us where no clouds conceal 
Tho brightness of his face. 

5 His love within us shed abroad, 

Life's ever-springing well ; 
Till God in us, and we in God, 
In love eternal dwell. 

317. 

1 Spirit of power and might, behold 

A world by sin destroyed ! 
Creator Spirit^ as of old. 
Move on the formless 'Void. 

2 Give thou the word : that healing sound 

Shall quell the deadly strife, 
And earth again, like Eden crowned. 
Produce the tree of life. 

3 If san^ the morning stars for joy 

When nature rose to view. 
What strains will angel harps employ 
When thou shalt all renew ! 

4 And if the sons of God rejoice 

To hear a Saviour's name, 
How will the ransomed raise their voice, 
To whom that Saviour came ! 

5 Lo ! every kindred, tongue, and tribe. 

Assembling round the throne, 
The new creation shall ascribe 
To sovereign love alone. 
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918. 

2 Convince us of our sin ; 

Then lead to Jesus' blood, 
And to our wondering view reveal 
The mercies of our God. 

3 Revive our drooping faith, 

Our doubts and fears remove, 
And kindle in our breasts the flame 
Of never-dying love. 

4 'T is thine to cleanse the heart. 

To sanctify the soul. 
To pour fresh life in every part, 
And new-create tlie whole. 

5 Come, Holy Spirit, come ; 

Our minds from bondage free ; 
Then shall we know, and praise, and love, 
The Father, Son, and thee. 

319. 

1 Lord God, the Holy Ghost ! ' 

In this accepted hour, 
As on the day of Pentecost 
Descend in all thy power! 

2 We meet with one accord 

In our appointed place. 
And wait the promise of our Lord, 
The Spirit of all grace. 

8 Like mighty rushing wind 
Upon the waves beneath. 
Move with one impulse every mind. 
One soul, one feeling breathe. 



4 The young, the old inspire 

With wisdom from above ; 
And give us hearts and tongues of fire 
To pray, and praise, and love. 

5 Spirit of light, explore, 

And chase our gloom away. 
With lustre shining more and more 
Unto the perfect day. 

6 Spirit of truth, be thou 

In life and death our guide ; 
O Spirit of adoption, now 
May we be sanctified. 

990. 

1 Blest Comforter divine ! 

Let rays of heavenly love 
Amid our gloom and darkness shine. 
And guide our souls above. 

2 Turn us, with gentle voice, 

From every sinful way, 
And bid the mourning saint rejoice. 
Though earthly joys decay. 

3 By thine inspiring breath 

Make every cloud of care. 
And ev'n the gloomy vale of death, 
A smile of glory wear. 

4 Oh! fill thou every heart 

With love to all our race ; 
Great Comforter, to us impart 
These blessings of thy grace. 
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331. 

1 Gracious Spirit, Love divine ! 
Let tby light within me shine ; 
All my guilty fears remove, 
Fill me full of heaven and love. 

2 Speak thy pardoning grace to me, 
Set the burdened sinner free ; 
Lead me to the Lamb of God, 
Wash me in his precious blood. 

3 Life and peace to me impart, 
Seal salvation on my heart ; 
Breathe thyself into my breast, — 
Earnest of immortal rest. 

4 Let me never from thee stray, 
Keep me in the narrow way ; 
Fill my soul with joy divine. 
Keep me. Lord ! forever thine. 

333. 

1 Holy Spirit ! Lord of light ! 
From thy clear celestial height. 
Come, thou Light of all that live ! 
Thy pure beaming radiance give ! 

2 Come, thou Father of the poor ! 
Come with treasures which endure ; 
Thou, of all consolers best. 
Visiting the troubled breast. 

3 Thou in toil art comfort sweet ; 
Pleasant coolness in the heat ; 
Solace in the midst of woe ; 
Dost refreshing peace bestow. 



4 Light immortal ! light divine ! 
Visit thou these hearts of thine ; 
If thou take thy grace away, 
Nothing pure in man will stay. 

5 Heal our wounds — our strength renew ; 
On our dryness pour thy dew ; 
Wash the stains of guilt away ; 
Guide the steps that go astray. 

6 Give us comfort when we dio ; 
Give us life with thee on high ; 
In thy sevenfold gifts descend ; 
Give us joys which never end. 

333. 

1 Holy Ghost ! with light divine, 
Shine upon this heart of mine ; 
Chase the shades of night away, 
Turn my darkness into day. 

2 Holy Ghost ! with power divine, 
Cleanse this guilty heart of mine ; 
Long hath sin, without control, 
Held dominion o'er my soul. 

3 Holy Ghost ! with joy divine, ^ 
Cheer this saddened heart of mim ; 
Bid my many woes depart, 

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart 

4 Holy Spirit ! all -divine. 

Dwell within this heart of mine ; 
Cast down every idol-throne. 
Reign supreme — ^and reign alone. 
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394. 

2 Behold I he puts his trust in none 
Of all the spirits round his throne ; 
Their natures, when compared with his, 
Are neither holy, just, nor wise. 

3 But how much meaner things are they 
Who spring from dust, and dwell in clay ; 
Touched by the finger of thy wrath, 
We faint and vanish like the moth. 

4 From night to day, from day to night, 
We die by thousands in thy sight ; 
Buried in dust whole nations lie, 
Like a forgotten vanity. 

6 Almighty Power, to thee we bow ; 
How irail are we I how glorious thou! 
No more the sons of eai*th shall dare 
With an eternal God compare. 

93S. 

1 Lord, I am vile, conceived in sin, 
And born unholy and unclean ; 
Sprung from the man, whose guilty fall 
Corrupts the race, and taints us all. 

2 Soon as we draw our infant breath, 
The seeds of sin grow up for death : 
Thy law demands a perfect heart — 
But wo 're defiled in every pai-t 

5 Great God ! create my heart anew. 
And form my spirit pure and true ; 

No outward rites can make mo clean, — 
The leprosy lies deep within. 
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4 No bleeding bird, nor bleeding beast^ 
Nor hyssop branch, nor sprinkling priest, 
Nor running brook, nor flood, nor sea. 
Can wash the dismal stain away. 

5 Jesus, my God, thy blood alone, 
llath power sufficient to atone : 

Thy blood can make me white as snow, 
No Jewish types could cleanse me so. 

G While guilt disturbs and breaks my peace, 
Nor flesh nor soul hath rest or ease ; 
Lord, let me hear thy pardoning voice. 
And make my broken bones rejoice, 

396. 

1 Broad is the road that leads to death. 
And thousands walk together there ; 
But wisdom shows a narrow path, 
With here and there a traveler. 

2 " Deny thyself and take thy cross,"—*- 
Is the Redeemer's great command : 
Nature must count her gold but dross, 
If she would gain this heavenly land. 

3 Tlie fearful soul that tires and faints, 
And walks the ways of God no more, 
Is but esteemed almost a saint. 

And makes his own destruction sure. 

4 Lord ! let not all my hopes be vain : 
Create my heart entirely new : 
Which hypocrites could ne'er attain, 
Which false apostates never knew. 
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337. 

2 Needful is thy most precious blood, 
To reconcile my soul to God ; 
Needful is thy indulgent care ; 
Needful thy all-prevailing prayer. 

3 Needful thy presence, dearest Lord, 
True peace and comfort to afford ; 
Needful thy promise, to impart 
Fresh life and vigor to my heart. 

4 Needful art thou, my guide, my stay, 
Through all life's dark and weary way ; 
Nor less in death thou 'It needful be, 
To bring my spirit home to thee. 

5 Then needful still, my God, my King, 
Thy name eternally I '11 sing I 
Glory and praise be ever his, 

The one thing needful Jesus is ! 

338. 

1 How shall the sons of men appear, 
Great God ! before thine awful bar I 
How may the guilty hope to find 
Acceptance with th' eternal Mind ? 

2 Not vows, nor groans, nor broken cries, 
Not the most costly sacrifice, 

Not infant blood, profusely spilt. 
Will expiate a sinner's guilt, 

3 Thy blood, dear Jesus, thine alone. 
Hath sovereign virtue to atone : 
Here will we rest our only plea, 
When we approach, Great God ! to thee. 



339. 

1 What shall the dying sinner do. 
That seeks relief for all his woe ? 
Where shall the guilty conscience find 
Ease for the torment of the mind ? 

2 In vain we search, in vain we try. 
Till Jesus brings his gospel nigh ! 

'T is there the power and glory dwell. 
That save rebellious souls from hell. 

3 This is the pillar of our hope, 
That bears our fainting spirits up ; 
We read the grace, we trust the word, 
And find salvation in the Lord. 

330. 

1 Like morning, when her early breeze 
Breaks up the surface of the seas, 
That, in their furrows, dark with night. 
Her hand may sow the seeds of light, — 

2 Thy grace can send its breathings o'er 
The spirit dark and lost before ; 
And, freshening all its depths, prepare 
For truth divine to enter there. 

3 Till David touched his sacred lyre, 
In silence lay the unbreathing wire ; 
But when he swept its chords along, 
Then angels stooped to hear the song. 

4 So sleeps the soul, till thou, O Lord, 
Shalt deign to touch its lifeless chord ; 
Till, waked by thee, its breath shall rise 
In music worthy of the skies. 
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331. 

1 How helpless guilty nature lies, 

Unconscious of its load ! 
The heart, unchanged, can never rise 
To happiness and God. 

2 Can aught, beneath a power divine, 

The stubborn will subdue ? 
T is thine, almighty Spirit ! thine, 
To form the heart anew. 

3 'Tis thine, the passions to recall. 

And upward bid them rise ; 
To make the scales of error fall. 
From reason's darkened eyes ; — 

4 To chase the shades of death away. 

And bid the sinner live ; 
A beam of heaven, a vital ray, 
'T is thine alone to give. 

6 Oh! change these wretched heaiis of ours. 
And give them life divine ; 
Then shall our passions and our powers. 
Almighty Lord, be thine. 

333. 

1 In vain we seek for peace with God 

By methods of our own : 
Nothing, O Saviour ! but thy blood 
Can bring us near the throne. 

2 The threatenings of the broken law 

Impress the soul with dread : 
If God his sword of vengeance draw. 
It strikes the spirit dead. 



3 But thine illustrious sacrifice 

Hath answered these demands ; 
And peace and pardon from the skies 
Are offered by thy hands. 

4 'T is by thy death we live, Lord ! 

'T is on thy cross we rest : 
Forever be thy love adored. 
Thy name forever blessed. 

333. 

1 Lord, how secure my conscience was» 

And felt no inward dread ! 
I was alive without the law, >^ 

And thought my sins were dead. 

2 My hopes of heaven were firm and bright ; 

But since the precept came 
With a convincing power and light, 
I find how vile I am. 

3 My guilt appeared but small before, 

Till terribly I saw 
IIow perfect, holy, just, and pure, 
Is thine eternal law. 

4 Then felt my soul the heavy load ; 

My sins revived again : 
I had provoked a dreadful God, 
And all my hopes were slain. 

5 My God, I cry with every breath 

For some kind power to save. 
To break the yoke of sin and death. 
And thus redeem the slave. 
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334. 

2 The sovereign will of Crod alone 

Creates us heirs of grace ; 
Born in the image of his Son, 
A new, peculiar race. 

3 The Spirit, like some heavenly wind, 

Breathes on the sons of flesh, 
New-models all the carnal mind, 
And forms the man afresh. 

4 Our quickened souls awake and rise 

From the long sleep of death ; 

On heavenly things we fix our eyes. 

And praise employs our breath. 

333. 

1 How sad our state by nature is ! 

Our sin — how deep it stains ! 
And Satan holds our captive minds 
Fast in his slavish chains. 

2 But there 's a voice of sovereign grace 

Sounds from the sacred word : 

" Ho ! ye despairing sinnei^s, come, 

And trust a pardoning Lord." 

3 My soul obeys th' almighty call, 

And runs to this relief; 
I would believe thy promise. Lord : 
Oh, help my unbelief! 

4 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm, 

On thy kind arms I fall : 
Be thou my Strength and Righteousness, 
My Saviour and my All. 



336. 

1 Vain are the hopes, the sons of men 

On their own works have built ; — 
Their hearts, by nature, all unclean. 
And all their actions, guilt. 

2 Let Jew and Gentile stop their mouths, 

Without a murmuring word ; 
And the whole race of Adam stand 
Guilty before the Lord. 

3 In vain we ask God's righteous law 

To justify us now ; 
Since to convince, and to condemn. 
Is all the law can do. 

4 Jesus ! how glorious is thy grace ; — 

When in thy name we trust, 
Our faith receives a righteousness, 
That makes the sinner just. 

337. 

1 Strait is the way, the door is strait, 

That leads to joys on high ; 
'T is but a few that find the gate, 
While crowds mistake and die, 

2 Beloved self must be denied. 

The mind and will renewed. 
Passion suppressed, and patience tried, 
And vain desires subdued. 

3 Lord ! can a feeble, helpless worm. 

Fulfill a task so hard ? 
Thy grace must all my work perform. 
And give the free reward. 
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* The Bmall notes are 

338. 3 

1 My former hopes are fled, 

My terror now begins ; 

I feel, alas ! that I am dead 

In trespasses and sins. 

2 Ah ! whither shall I fly ? 

. I hear the thunder roar ; 
The la^ proclaims destruction nigh, 
And vengeance at the door. 

3 When I review my ways, 

I dread impending doom ; 
But sure a friendly whisper says — 
" Flee from the wrath to come." 

4 I see, or think I see, 

A glimmering from afar ; 
A beam of day that shines for me 
To save me from despair. 

5 Forerunner of the sun, ^ 

It marks the pilgrim's way ; 
I '11 gaze upon it while I run, 
And watch the rising day, 

339. 

1 Ah ! how shall fallen man 

Be just before his God ? 
If he contend in righteousness, 
We fall beneath his rod. 

2 If be our ways should mark, 

With strict inquiring eyes. 
Could we, for one of thousand faults, 
A just excuse devise ? 



for the Organ. 

All-seeing, powerful God ! 

Who can with thee contend ? 
Or who, that tries th' unequal strifei 

Shall prosper in the end % 

The mountains, in thy wrath, 
Their ancient seats forsake ; 

The trembling earth deserts her place. 
Her rooted pillars shake. 

Ah ! how shall guilty man 

Contend with such a God ? 
None — none can meet him, and escape, 

But through the Saviour's blood. 



»40. 

Can sinners hope for heaven, 
Who. love this world so well f 

Or dream of future happiness, 
While on the road to hell ? 

Shall they hosannas sing. 
With an unhallowed tongue ? 

Shall palms adorn the guilty hand 
Which does its neighbor wrong f 

Can sin's deceitful way 

Conduct to Zion's hill ? 
Or those expect with God to reign 

Who disregard his will ? 

Thy grace, God, alone, 
Good hope can e'er afford ! 

The pardoned and the pure shall seQ 
The glory of the Lord. 
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941. 

2 The Son of God in tears. 

Angels with wonder see ! 
Be thou astonished, O my sool. 
He shed those tears for thee. 

3 He wept that we might weep ; 

Each sin demands a tear ; 
In heaven alone no sin is found, 
And there 's no weeping there. 

943. 

1 How heavy is the night 

That hangs upon our eyes, 
Till Christ with his reviving light 
Over our souls arise I 

2 Our guilty spirits dread 

To meet the wrath of heaven ; 
Bat, in his righteousness arrayed, 
We see our sins forgiven. 

3 iThholy and impure 

Are all our thoughts and ways : 
His hands infected nature cure 
With sanctifying grace. 

4 The powers of hell agree 

To hold our souls in vain ; 
He sets the sons of bondage free, 
And breaks the cursed chain. 

5 Lord, we adore thy ways 

To bring us near to God, 
Thy sovereign power, thy healing grace. 
And thine atoning blood. 



943. 

1 Is this the kind return ? 

Are these the thanks we owe f 
Thus to abuse eternal love, 

Whence all our blessings flow ! 

2 To what a stubborn frame 

Ilath sin reduced our mind ! 
What strange, rebellious wretches we, — • 
And God as strangely kind ! 

3 Turn, turn us, mighty God! 

And mould our souls afresh ; 
Break, sovereign grace I these hearts of 
stone. 
And give us hearts of flesh. , 

344. 

1 Astonished and distressed, 

I turn mine eyes within ; 
My heart with loads of guilt oppressed. 
The seat of every sin. 

2 What crowds of evil thoughts, 

What vile affections there! 
Distrust, presumption, artful guile, 
Pride, envy, slavish fear ! 

3 Almighty King of saints I 

These hateful sins subdue ; 
Dispel the darkness from my mind, 
And all my powers renew. 

4 This done, — my cheerful voice 

Shall loud hosannas raise ; 
My soul shall glow with gratitude,— 
My lips pronounce thy praise. 
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ere is a foun - tain filled "with blood, Drawn from Immanuel's yeins ; And 





sinners, plunged beneath that flood, Lose all their guilt-/ stains, Lose all their guilt- y stains. 




345. 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there may I, as vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away. 

3 Dear, dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransomed church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more. 

4 E*er since, by faith, I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme. 
And shall be, till I die. 

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I '11 sing thy power to save. 
When this poor, lisping, stammering 
tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 

946. 

1 Come, happy souls, approach your God 

With new, melodious songs ; 
Gome, render to almighty Grace 
The tribute of your tongues. 

2 So strange, so boundless was the love 

That pitied dying men, 
The Father sent his equal Son 
To give them life again. 

3 Thy hands, dear Jesus, were not armed 

With a revenging rod ; 
No hard commission to perform 
The vengeance of a God. 



4 But all was merciful and mild. 
And wrath forsook the throne, 
When Christ on the kind errand came, 
And brought salvation down. 

6 Here, sinners, come and heal your wounds; 
Come, wipe your sorrows dry : 
Come, trust the mighty Saviour's name, 
And you shall never die. 

6 See, dearest Lord, our willing souls 
Accept thine offered grace ; 
We bless the great Redeemer's lov^, 
And give the Father praise. 



947. 

1 O Lord, how infinite thy love ! 

How wondrous are thy ways! 
Let earth beneath, and heaven above, 
Combine to sing thy praise. 

2 Man in immortal beauty shone, 

Thy noblest work below ; 
Too soon by sin made heir alono 
To death and endless woe. 

3 Then, "Lo! I come," the Saviour said: 

Oh, be his name adored, 
Who, with his blood, our ransom paid, 
And life and bliss restored! 

4 Lord, how infinite thy love ! 

How wondrous are thy ways ! 
Let earth beneath, and heaven aboFe, 
Combine to sing thy praise. 



ATONEMENT AND PARDON. 
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1. Great God 1 when I ap - proach thy throne, And all thy glo - ry see, 





This is my stay, and this a - lone. 





"'^f'^"^ 



^^ 



T 



948. 

2 How can a soul condemned to die 
Escape the just decree ? 
Helpless and full of sin am I, 
But Jesus died for me. 

'3 Burdened with sin's oppressive chain, 
Oh ! how can I get free ? 
No peace can all my efforts gain, 
But Jesus died for me. 

4 My anxious heait no joy could cheer. 
On life's tempestuous sea ; 
Did not this truth relieve my fear, 
That Jesus died for me. 

6 And, Lord, when I behold thy face, 
This must be all my plea ; 
Save me by thine almighty grace. 
For Jesus died for me. 

949. 

1 Oh ! what amazing words of grace 

Are in the Gospel found, 
Suited to every sinner's case 
Who hears the joyful sound ! 

2 Gome, then, with all your wants and 

wounds, 
Your every burden bring ; 
Here love, unchanging love, abounds — 
A deep, celestial spring. 

3 This spring with living water flows. 

And heavenly joy imparts ; 
Come, thirsty souls ! your wants disclose, 
And drink, with thankful hearts. 



That Je - sus died for me. 
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950. 

1 Salvation ! — oh, the joyful sound ! 

'T is pleasure to our ears ; 
A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin, 

At hell's dark door we lay ; — 
But we arise by grace divine. 
To see a heavenly day. 

3 Salvation ! — let the echo fly 

The spacious earth around ; 

While all the armies of the sky 

Conspire to raiss the sound. 

351. 

1 Jesus, — and didst thou leave the sky. 

To bear our griefs and woqs ? 
And didst thou bleed and groan and die 
For thy rebellious foes ? 

2 Well might the heavens with wonder view 

A love so strange as thine ! 
No thought of angels ever knew 
Compassion so divine ! 

3 Is there a heart that will not bend v 

To thy divine control ? 
Descend, O sovereign love, descend, 
And melt that stubborn soul. 

4 Oh ! may our willing hearts confess 

Thy sweet, thy gentle sway ; 
Glad captives of thy matchless grace, 
Thy righteous rule obey. 
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Come, with your guilt and 



fear op-pressed, And make this 



re -solve :— *■ 




2 '' I 'II go to Jesus, though iny siqs 

Like mountains round me close ; 
I know his courts, I '11 enter in. 
Whatever may oppose. 

3 " Prostrate I '11 lie before his throne^ 

And there my guilt confess ; 
I 'il tell him I 'm a wretch undone, 
Without his sovereign grace. 

4 '^ Perhaps he will admit my plea, 

Perhaps will hear my prayer ; 
But if I perish, I will pray, 
And perish only there. 

5 " I can but perish if I go ; 
. I am resolved to try ; 
For if I stay away, I know 

I musl forever die." 

1 There is a line, by us unseen, 
That crosses every path, 
The hidden boundary between 
God's patience and his wrath. 

3 To pass that limit is to die, 
To die as if by stealth ; 
It does not quench the beaming eye, 
Nor pale the glow of health. 

3 The conscience may be still at ease. 
The spirit light and gay , 
That which is pleasing still may please. 
And care be thrust away. 



4 Oh ! where is this mysterious bourne . 
By which our path is crossed ; 
Beyond which God himself hath sworn 
That he who goes is lost ? 

6 How far may we go on to sin ? 
How long will God forbear ? 
Where does hope end, and where begin 
The confines of despair ? 

6 An answer from the skies is sent,— - 
" Ye that from God depart, 
While it is called to-day, repent, 
And harden not your heart." 

1 O siKNER, bring uot tears alone, 

Or outward form of prayer, 
But let it in thy heart be tnown 
That penitence is there. 

2 To smite the breast, the clothes to renc^ 

God asketh not of thee ; 
Thy secret soul he bids thee bend 
In true humility. 

3 Oh ! let us, then, with heartfelt griei^ 

Draw near unto our God, 
And pray to him to grant relief, 
And stay the lifted rod. 

4 righteous Judge ! if tbou wilt deiga 

To grant us what we need. 
We pray for time to turn again, 
And grace to turn indeed. 



WABNINa AND INVITATION. 
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1. Re - turn, O wan - derer, to thy home, Tby Fa - ther calls for theet 




No long- er now an ex - fle roam, In guilt and mis. - e - ry. Re-tum, re - turn ! 




QSS. 

2 Return, O wanderer, to thy home, 

'T is Jesus calls for thee ; 
The Spirit and the Bride say — come ; 
Oh ! now for refuge flee ; 
\ Return, return ! 

3 Return, wanderer, to thy home, 

'T is madness to delay; 
There are no pardons in the tomh, 
And brief is mercy's day : 
Retorn, return ! 

1 Return, wanderer, now return. 

And seek thy Father's face I 
Those new desires, which in thee burn. 
Were kindled by his grace. 

2 Return, wanderer, now return ! 

He heai^s thy humble sigh ; 
He sees thy softened spirit mourn, 
When no one else is nigh. 

3 Return, O wanderer, now return ! 

Thy Saviour bids thee live : 
Go to his bleeding feet, and learn 
How freely he '11 forgive. 

4 Return, O wanderer, now return, 

And wipe the falling tear ! 
Thy Father calls — ^no longer mourn : 
His love invites thee near. 



1 Come to the ark, come to the ark ; 

To Jesus come away : 
The pestilence walks lorih by night, 
The arrow flies by day. 

2 Come to the ark : the waters rise. 

The seas their billows rear ; 
While darkness gathers o'er the skies, 
Behold a refuge near ! 

3 Come to the ark, all, all that weep 

Beneath the sense of sin : 
Without, deep calleth unto deep, 
But all is peace within. 

4 Come to the ark, ere yet the flood 

Your lingering steps oppose ; 
Come, for the door which open stood 
Is now about to close. 

1 When rising from the bed of death 

O'erwhelmed with guilt and fear, 
I see my Maker face to face — 
Oh ! how shall I appear ! 

2 E'en now, while pardon may bo found 

And mercy may be sought. 
My heart with inward horror shrinks, 
And trembles at the thought. 

3 When thou, O Lord t shalt stand disclosed 

In majesty severe, 
And sit in judgment on my soul, 
Oh ! how shall I appear ! 
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While, in the ya - rious range of thought. The one thing need- ful is for - got ? 




3S9. 

1 Why will yc waste on trifling cares 
That life which God's compassion spares ? 
While, in the various range of thought, 
The one thing needful is forgot? 

2 Shall God invito you from above ? 
Shall Jesus nrge his dying love? 

Shall troubled conscience give you pain ? 
And all these pleas unite in vain ? 

3 Not so your eyes will always view 
Those objects which you now pursue : 
Not so will heaven and hell appear, 
When death's decisive hour is near. 

4 Almighty God ! thy grace impart ; 
Fix deep conviction on each heart ; 
Nor let us waste on trifling cares 
That life which thy compassion spares. 

9BO. 

1 While life prolongs ils precious light, 
Mercy is found, and peace is given ; 
But soon, ah I soon, approaching night 
Shall blot out every hope of heaven. 

2 While God invites, how blest the day ! 
How sweet the gospel's charming sound ! 
Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste away. 
While yet a pardoning God is found. 

•S Soon, borne on title's most rapid wing, 
Shall death command you to the grave, 
Before his bar your spirits bring. 
And none be found to hear or save. 
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In that lone land of deep despair 
No Sabbath's heavenly light shall rise ; 
No God regard your bitter prayer. 
Nor Saviour call you to the skies. 

Now God invites — how blest the day ! 
How sweet the gospel's charming sound ! 
Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste away. 
While yet a pardoning God is found. 

961. 

Say, sinner ! hath a voice within 
Oft whispered to thy secret soul. 
Urged thee to leave the ways of sin. 
And yield thy heart to God's control? 

Sinner ! it was a heavenly voice, — 
It was the Spirit's gracious call ; 
It bade thee make the better choice, 
And haste to seek in Christ thine all. 

Spurn not the call to life and light ; 
Regard, in time, the warning kind ; 
That call thoa may'st not always slight, 
And yet the gate of mercy find. 

God's Spirit will not always strive 
With hardened, self-niestroying man ; 
Ye who persist his love to grieve. 
May never hear his voice again. 

Sinner I perhaps, this very day. 
Thy last accepted time may be : 
Oh ! shouldst thou grieve him now away, 
Then hope may never beam on thee. 



WARNING AND INVITATION. 
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The Saviour's gra-cious call o - bey. And cast your gloom - y fears a - way. 




363. 

2 Oppressed with guilt, — a painful load, — 
Oh, come and bow before your God ! 
Divine compassion, mighty love 

Will all the painful load remove. 

3 Here mercy's boundless ocean flows, 

To cleanse your guilt and heal your woes ; 
Pardon, and life, and endless peace — 
How rich the gift, how free the grace ! 

4 Dear Saviour 1 let thy powerful love 
Confirm our faith, our fears remove ; 
Oh, sweetly reign in every breast. 
And guide us to eternal rest. 

363. 

1 " Come hither, all ye weary souls ; 
Ye heavy-laden sinners, come ! 

I '11 give you rest from all your toils. 
And raise you to my heavenly home. 

2 " They shall find rest who learn of me : 
I 'm of a meek and lowly mind ; 

But passion rages like the sea. 
And pride is restless as the wind. 

3 '* Blest is the man whose shoulders take 
My yoke, and bear it with delight : 

My yoke is easy to his neck, 

My grace shall make the burden light." 

4 Jesus, we come at thy command ; 
With faith, and hope, and humble zeal ; 
Resign our spirits to thy hand. 

To mould and guide us at thy will. 



364t 

1 Behold a Stranger at the door : 

He gently knocks, has knocked before ; 
Has waited long, is waiting still : 
You- treat no other friend so ill. 

2 Oh, lovely attitude ! he stands 
With melting heart and open hands : 
Oh, matchless kindness ! — and he shows 
This matchless kindness to his foes ! 

3 Bise, touched with gratitude divine, 
Turn out his enemy and thine ; 
Turn out thy soul-enslaving sin, 
And let the heavenly stranger in. 

4 Oh, welcome him, the Prince of Peace! 
Now may his gentle reign increase ! 
Throw wide the door, each willing mind ; 
And be hia empire all mankind. 

36ff. 

1 Ho I every one that thirsts I draw nigh ; 
'T is God invites the fallen race ; 
Mercy and free salvation buy. 

Buy wine, and milk, and gospel grace. 

2 Ye nothing in exchange can give, — 
Leave all ye have^and are, behind ; 
Freely the gift of God receive. 
Pardon and peace in Jesus find. 

3 Come to the living waters, come ; 
Sinners ! obey your Maker's voice ; 
Return, ye weary wanderers I home, 
And in redeeming love rejoice. 
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Where all the somida of weep-ing cease, 
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And storms do more have sway. 




366. 

2 Fear hath no dwelling here ; 
But pure repose and love 
Breathe through the bright celestial air 
The spirit of the dove. 

8 Come to the bright and blest, 
Gathered from every land ; 
For here thy soul shall find its rest, 
#Amid the shining band. 

4 In this divine abode 

Change leaves no saddening trace ; 
Come, trusting spirit, to thy God, 
Thy holy resting-place. 

367. 

1 The Spirit, in our hearts. 

Is whispering, ** Sinner, come ;" 
The bride, the church of Christ, proclaims 
To all his children, " Come I" 

2 Let him that hoareth say 

To all about him, " Come I" 
Let him that thirsts for righteousness. 
To Christ, the fountain, come ! 

3 Yes, whosoever will, 

Oh 1 let him freely come, 
And freely drink the stream of life ; 
'T is Jesus bids him come. 

^ Lo ! Jesus, who invites, 

Declares, " I quickly come :" 
Lord, even so 1 we wait thino hour ; 
blest Redeemer, come ! 



368. 

1 My Father bids me come, 

Oh ! why do I delay ? 
He calls the wandering spirit home, 
And yet from him I stay. 

2 Father, the hindrance show. 

Which 1 have failed to see ; 
And let me now consent to know 
What keeps mo far from thee. 

3 Searcher of hearts ! in mine 

Thy trying powers display ; 
Into its darkest corners shine — 
Take every vail away. 

4 In me the hindrance lies ; 

The fatal bar remove. 
And let me see, in sweet surprise. 
Thy full redeeming love. 

369. 

1 And canst thou, sinner ! slight 

The call of love divine? 
Shall God, with tenderness invite. 
And gain no thought of thine ? 

2 Wilt thou not cease to grieve 

The Spirit from thy breast. 
Till he thy wretched soul shall leave 
With all thy sins oppressed ? 

3 To-day, a pardoning God 

Will hear the suppliant pray ; 
To-day, a Saviour's cleansing blood 
Will wash thy guilt away. 
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Rest for the wea - ry soul f . . . . 
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1 Oh ! where shall rest bo found — 

Best for the weary soul ? 
'T were vain the ocean depths to sound, 
Or pierce to either pole. 

2 The world can never give 

The bliss for which we sigh : 
'T is not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die. 

3 Beyond this vale of tears 

There is a life above, 
Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 
And all that life is love. 

4 There is a death whose pang 

Outlasts the fleeting breath : 
Oh, what eternal horrors hang 
Around the second death ! 

5 Lord God of truth and grace ! 

Teach us that death to shun ; 
Lest we be banished from thy face, 
And evermore undone. 

971. 

1 Thou Judge of quick and dead. 

Before whose bar severe. 
With holy ioy, or guilty dread. 
We all shall soon appear : — 

2 Our cautioned souls prepare 

For that tremendous day ; 
Oh ! fill us now with watchful care. 
And stir us up to pray. 



To damp our earthly joys, 
To wake our gracious fears. 

Forever let th' archangel's voice 
Be sounding in our ears. 

The solemn, midnight cry — 
" Ye dead, the Judge is come ! 

Arise, and meet him in the sky. 
And meet your instant doom !" 

Oh I may we thus be found. 

Obedient to thy word ; 
Attentive to the trumpet's sound. 

And looking for our Lord ! 

979. 

Now is th' accepted time. 

Now is the day of grace ; 
O sinners ! come, without delay, 

And seek the Saviour's face. 

Now is th' accepted time, 

The Saviour calls to-day ; 
To-morrow it may be too late ; — 

Then why should you delay f 

Now is th' accepted time, 
The gospel bids you come ; 

And every promise, in his word, 
Declares there yet is room. 

Lord 1 draw reluctant souls. 
And melt them by thy love ; 

Then will the angels speed their way, 
To bear the news above. 
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37S. 

2 Sinners, turn, "why will ye die ? 
God, your Saviour, asks you — Why ? 
He who did yonr souls retrieve, 
Died himself, that ye might live. 
Will ye let him die in vain ? 
Crucify your Lord again ? 
Why, ye ransomed sinners, why 
Will ye slight his grace, and die ? 

S Sinners, turn, why will ye die ? 
God, the Spirit, asks you — ^Why ? 
He, who all your lives hath strove. 
Urged you to embrace his love : 
Will ye not his grace receive ? 
Will ye still refuse to live ? 
O ye dying sinners ! why, 
Why will ye forever die ? 

374. 

1 Pilgrim, burdened with thy sin, 

Come the way to Zion's gate ; 
There, till mercy speaks within. 

Knock, and weep, and watch, and wait : 
Knock — he knows the sinner^s cry ; 

Weep — he loves the mourner's tears ; 
Watch, for saving grace is nigh ; 

Wait, till heavenly grace appears. 

2 Hark ! it is the Saviour's voice, 

** Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest !" 
Now within the gate rejoice. 

Safe, and owned, and bought, and blest: 



Safe, from all the lures of vice ; 

Owned, by joys the contrite know ; 
Bought bv love, and life the price; 

Blest, the mighty debt to owe. 

3 Holy pilgrim ! what for thee 

In a world like this remains? 
From thy guarded breast shall flee 

Fear, and shame, and doubts, and pains: 
Fear — the hope of heaven shall fly. 

Shame, from glory's view retire ; 
Doubt, in full belief, shall die. 

Pain, in endless bliss, expire. 



1 Sinner, art thou still secure? 

Wilt thou still refuse to pray ? 
Can thy heart or hands endure 

In the Lord's avenging day ? 
See his mighty arm made bare ! 

Awful terrors clothe his brow ! 
For his judgment now prepare, 

Thou must either break or bow. 

2 At his presence nature shakes, 

Earth affrighted hastes to flee ; 
Solid mountams melt like "w^ax, 

What will then become of thee ? 
Who his coming may abide ? 

You that glory in your shame, 
Will you find a place to hide 

When the world is wrapt in flame f 
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I will guide you to your home. 



376. 

2 Thou, who homeless and forlorn, 

Long hast borne the proud world's scorn, 
Long hast roamed the barren waste, 
Weary wanderer, hither haste. 

S Ye, who tossed on beds of pain 
Seek for ease, but seek in vain ; 
Yc, by fiercer anguish torn. 
In remorse for guilt who mourn : — 

4 Hither come, for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound I 
Peace, that ever shall endure, 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 

arr. 

1 Weary sinner ! keep thine eyes 
On th' atoning Sacrifice ; 
View him bleeding on the tree, 
Pouring out his life for thee. 

2 Surely Christ thy griefs hath borne ; 
Weeping soul, no longer mourn : 
Now by faith the Son embrace. 
Plead his promise, trust his grace. 

3 Cast thy guilty soul on him ; 
Find him mighty to redeem : 
At his feet thy burden lay ; 
Look thy doubts and care away. 

4 Lord, come thou with power to heal ; 
Now thy mighty arm reveal : 

At thy feet myself I lay ; 
Take, oh, take my sins away ! 



Wea - ry wanderer 1 hith - er come. 
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Hasten, sinner ! to b< 

Stay not for the nioirow's sun ; 
Wisdom, if you still despise, 

Harder is it to be won. 

Hasten mercy to implore, 

Stay not for the morrow's sun. 

Lest thy season should bo o'er. 
Ere this evening's stage be run. 

Hasten, sinner ! to leturn, 

Stay not for the morrow's sun. 

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn, 
Ere salvation's work is done. 

Hasten, sinner ! to be blest. 
Stay not for the morrow's sun, 

Lest perdition thee arrest. 
Ere the morrow is begun. 

379. 

« 

Brother, hast thou wandered far 
From thy Father's happy home, 

With thyself and God at war ? 

Turn thee, brother ; homeward come. 

Hast thou wasted all the powers 

God for noble uses gave ? 
Squandered life's most golden hours f 

Turn thee, brother ; God can save. 

He can heal thy bitterest wound. 
He thy gentlest prayer can hear : 

Seek him, for he may be found ; 
Call upon him ; he is near. 



86 



AVA. P.M. 



WAT OF SALVATION. 
FINE. 



I](B. HA8TIK08. 




^ j Child of sin and Bor - row, Filled with dismay, ) 
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380. 

2 Child of sin and sorrow, 

■)Ji^hy wilt thou die ? 
Come while thou canst borrow 

Help from on high : 

Grieve not that love 

Which from above, 
Child of sin and sorrow, 

Would bring thee nigh. 
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3 Child of sin and sorrow, 

Thy moments glide. 
Like the flittinjg arrow, 

Or the rushmg tide ; 

Ere time is o*er, 

Heaven's grace implore ; 
Child of sin and sorrow, 

In Christ confide. 



EXFOSTXriiATIOir. lis. 




1. Oh I turn ye, oh I turn ye, for why will ye die, When God in great mercy is com-ing so nigh f 





Now Je - BUS invites you, the Spirit says. Come, And angels arc waiting to welcome you home. 




981. 

2 How vain the delusion, that while you 

delay. 
Your hearts may grow better by staying 

away ; 
Come wretched, come starving, come just 

as you arc, 
While streams of salvation are flowing 

so near. 



3 And now Christ is ready your souls to 

receive. 
Oh ! how can you question if you will 

believe f 
If sin is your burden, why will you not 

come? 
'T is you he bids welcome ; he bids you 

come home. 
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383. 

2 Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse 
The love and compassion of Jesus thy God? 
A fountain is opened, how canst thou 

refuse 
To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning 
blood ? 

3 Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come. 
For mercy still lingers, and calls thee 

to-day ; 



j^.i i r i r rr^r r ^ 




m 



Her voice is not heard in the vale of the 

tomb; 
Her message unheeded will soon pass 

away. 

4 Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of Grace, 
Long grieved and resisted, may take its 

sad flight; 
And leave thee in darkness to finish thy 

race, 
To sink in the gloom of eternity's night. 

Annivrrsast Htmks, S. S. U. 




C/ 



1, Say, brothers, will you meet us. Say, brothers, will you meet us, 

Chorus. Glo-ry, glo - py, hal - le - lu - jah, Glo - ry, glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah. 




Say, bro - thers, will you meet us. On Ca-naan's hap- py shore? 
Glo - ry, glo - ry, hal - le - lu - - jah. For ev - «r, ev - er - more. 




383. 

2 By the grace x>f God we '11 meet you. 
By the grace of €rod wo '11 meet you, 
By the grace of God we '11 meet you. 
Where parting is no more. — Chorus. 



3 Jesus lives and reigns for ever, 
Jesus lives and reigns for ever, 
Jesus lives and reigns for ever. 

On Canaan's happy shore. — Chorus, 



g3 ^^^ OF SALVATION. 

COME, TB DISCONSOLATE. 

Choir. . 



Wnsx. 




1. Come, ye 



con - BO - late, -where'er ye Ian - gulsh ; Come to Uie 
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CongregatUm. 
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mer - cy - seat, fer - vent - ly kneel ; 



Here bring your wound - ed hearts. 




m 



here tell your an - guish, Earth has no Bor - row that Heaven can - not heal. 



? 



P 




384. 

2 Joy of the comfortless, light of the 

straying, 
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure; 
Here speaks the Comforter, 'tenderly 

saying- 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot 

cure. 

TO-DA7. 68 & 48. 



^3 Here see the Bread of Life ; see waters 

flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, pure from 

above ; 
Come to the feast prepared — come, ever 

knowing 
Eartb has no sorrow but Heaven can 

remove. 



De. L. Masok. 




1. To-day the Saviour calls; Te wand'rers, come 
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: Oh, ye benighted bouIb, Why longer roam? 

f;p^i^; ii FiffFri7 i if;CC i P' 



9SS. 

2 To-day the Saviour calls ; 
Oh ! hear him now; 
Within these sacred walls 
To Jesus bow. 

8 To-day the Saviour calls ; 
For refuge fly ; 



The storm of justice falls, 
And death is nigh. 

4 The Spirit calls to-day : 
Yield to his power ; 
Oh ! grieve him not away: 
'T is mercy's hour. 



■WARNING AND INVITATrON. 
'WILL 70U GO? 8s & 3s. 
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i We're trayeling home to heaven a - bove, Will you go I will you go ? ) 
To sing the Saviour's dy - ing love, Will you go ? -will you go ? ) Mil - 



D. c. And mil - lions more are on the road, Will you go t -will you go ? 

i ^£jfj!-pfirfFi i F];iF:f:Cirii i 
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- lions have reached that blest a - bode, A - noint - ed kings and priests to God, 




386. 

3 We 're goin^ to see the bleeding Lamb, 

Will you go ? 
In rapturous strains to praise his name, 

Will you go ? 
The crown of life we there shall wear, 
The conqueror's palms our hands shall bear, 
And all the joys of heaven we '11 share, 

Will you go ? 

PLEADXNQ SAVIOUR. 88 & 7a 



3 We 're going to join the heavenly choir. 

Will you go ? 
To raise our voice and tunc the lyre, 

Will you go ? 
T^ere saints and angels gladly sing 
Hosanna to their God and King, 
And make the heavenly arches ring, 

Will you go ? 
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- ( Now the Sa - viour stand- eth plead- ing At the sin - ner's bolt - cd heart ; ) 

' ( Now in heaven he *s in - ter - ced - ing, Tak - ing there the sin - nei^'s part : ) 

D. a Once he died thro' your be - hav - ior, Now he calls you by his charms. 




2. Sin - ner ! can you bate this Sa - viour ? Will you thrust him from your arms ? 
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387. 

3 Sinner ! hear your God and Saviour, 
Hear his gracious voice to day. 
Turn from all your vain behavior, 
Oh ! repent, return and pray ! 



4 Now he 's waiting to be gracious, 
Now he stands and looks on thee : 
See what kindness, love, and pity, 
Shine around on you and me. 
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"WAY OF SALVATION. 



2TELSON. 88, 78 & 48. 



J. p. HOUOOOK. 
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1 Hear O em - nerl mer - cy halla you; Now vith sweet- est voice she calls; 




^^m 



Bids you hLte to seek the Sa - viour, Ere the hand of jus - tic^ fells ; 
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Hear O sin - ner 1 Hear, O sin - ner ! Tis the voice of mer - cy calls. 
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388. 
2 Haste, O sinner, to the Saviour ! 
Seek his mercy while you may ; 
Soon the day of grace is over ; 
Soon your life will pass away : 

Haste, sinner ! 
You must perish if you stay. 

389. 

1 Sinners, will you scorn the message, 

Coming from the courts above ? 
Mercy beams in every passage ; 
Every line is fall of love ; 

Oh ! believe it, 
Every line is full of love. 

2 Now, the heralds of salvation, 

Joyful news from heaven proclaim : 
Sinners freed from condemnation, 
Through the all-atoning Lamb I 

Life receiving 
Through the all-atoning Lamb. 

8 O ye angels, hovering round us, 
Waiting spirits, speed your way ; 



Haste ye to the court of heaven. 
Tidings bear without delay : 

Rebel sinners 
Glad the message will obey. 

390. 

1 Come, ye sinners, poor and wretched, 

This is your accepted hour : 
Jesus ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity, love, and power : 

He is able. 
He is willing ; doubt bo more. 

2 Agonizing in the garden, 

Lo ! the Saviour prostrate lies ; 
On the bloody tree behold him I 
Hear him crv before he dies, 

" It is finished !" 
Sinners, will not this suflSce ? 

3 Lo ! th' incarnate God ascended 

Pleads the merit of his blood ; 
Venture on him, venture wholly, 
Let no other trust intrude : 

None but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good. 



WABNINa AND DTVITATION*. 
mSTTLETOir. 88 & 78. 
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1. Come to Oal*Yaiy's bo - ly moun-tain, 
D. a In a full, per - pet-ual tide,.... 



Sin - ners, ru - ined by the fall I 
- pened when our Sa-viour died. 





Here a pure and beal-ing foun 



tain Flows to you, 

42- 



me, to 



^ 




391. 

1 Come to Calvary's holy mountain, 

Sinners, ruined by the fall ! 
Here a pure and healing fountain 

Flows to you, to me, to all, — 
In a full, perpetual tide. 
Opened when our Saviour died. 

2 Come, in sorrow and contrition. 

Wounded, impotent, and blind ! 
Here the guilty, free remission. 

Here the troubled, peace may find ; 
Health this fountain will restore. 
He that drinks shall thirst no more — 

3 He that drinks shall live forever ; 

'T is a soul- renewing flood : 
God is faithful ; God will never 

Break his covenant in blood. 
Signed when our Redeemer died, 
Sealed when he was glorified. 

393. 

1 When I view my Saviour bleeding, 

For my sins, upon the tree ; 
Oh ! how wondrous ! — how exceeding 

Great his love appears to me ! 
Floods of deep distress and anguish, 

To impede his labors, came ; 
Yet they all could not extinguish 

Love's eternal, burning flame. 

2 Now redemption is completed, 

Full salvation is procured : 
Death and Satan are defeated, 
By the sufferings be endured. 



Now the gracious Mediator, 
Risen to the courts of bliss. 

Claims for me, a sinful creature, 
Pardon, righteousness, and peace. 

3 Sure such infinite affection 

Lays the highest claims to mine ; 
All my powers, without exception. 

Should in fervent praises join. 
Jesus, fit me for thy service ; 

Form me for thyself alone ; 
I am thy most costly purchase ; 

Take possession of thine own. 

393. 

1 Come, ye souls by sin afllicted. 

Bowed with fruitless sorrow down, 
' By the perfect law convicted. 

Through the cross behold the crown ; 

Look to Jesus ; 
Mercy flows through him alone. 

2 Take his easy yoke, and wear it ; 

Love will make obedience sweet ; 
Christ will give you strength to bear it^ 
"While his wisdom guides your feet 

Safe to glory. 
Where his ransomed captives meet. 

3 Sweet as home to pilgrims weary, 

Light to newly -opened eyes; 
Or full springs in deserts dreary, 
Is the rest the cross supplies ; 

All who taste it 
Shall to rest immortal rise. 



92 ^-A.T OP SALVATION. 

"WOODWORTH. KM. 



Wm. B. Bkaabust. 




list as I am, with - oat ooe plea. Bat that thy blood wna shed for me. 
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And that thou bid'st me come to thee, O Lamb of God, I come ! I come I 




394. 

"Ji Ju8T as I am, without one pica, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 
Awd that thou bid'st me come to thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! I come ! 

% Just as I am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, 
To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! I come ! 

3 Just as I am, though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt. 
Fightings within, and fears without, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! I come ! 

4 Just as I am — ^poor, wretched, blind ; 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind. 
Yea, all I need, in thee to find, 

Lamb of God, I come ! I come ! 

5 Just as I am — thou wilt receive. 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ; 
Because thy promise I believe, 
O Lamb of God, I come I I come ! 

6 Just as I am — thy love unknown 
Hath broken every barrier down ; 
Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! I come ! 

1 With tearful eyes I look around ; 
Life seems a dark and stormy sea ; 
Yet, 'mid the gloom, I hear a sound, 
A heavenly whisper, " Come to me." 



2 It tells me of a place of rest ; 

It tells me where my soul may flee: 
Oh, to the weary, faint, oppressed, 
How sweet the bidding, " Come to me !" 

3 " Come, for all else must fail and die ; 
Earth is no resting-place for thee ; 

To heaven direct thy weeping eye, 
I am thy portion ; Come to me." 

4 O voice of mercy ! voice of love ! 
In conflict, grief, and agony. 
Support me, cheer me from above I 
And gently whisper, " Come to me." 

396. 

1 God of my life ! thy boundless grace, 
Chose, pardoned, and adopted me ; 
My rest, my home, my dwelling-place ; 
Father ! I come, I come to thee. 

2 Jesus, my hope, my rock, my shield 1 
Whose precious blood was shed for me, 
Into thy hands my soul I yield ; 
Saviour ! I come, I come to thee. 

3 Spirit of glory and of God ! 

Long hast thou deigned my guide to he ; 
Now be thy comfort sweet bestowed ; 
My God ! I come, I come to thee. 

4 I come to join that countless host 
Who praise thy name unceasingly ; 
Blest Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 
My God ! I come, I come to thee. 



J 



EEPENTANCE AND RECEPTION OF CHRIST. 93 

WARNER. L. M. Tbmpu Cabmika. 




1. With bro - ken heart and con - trite sigh, A trembling sin - ner, Lord, I cry ; 




Thy pardoning grace is rich and free : O God, be mer - ci - ful to me I 
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397. 

2 I smite upon my troubled breast, 
With deep and conscious guilt oppressed; 
Christ and his cross my only plea : 

O God, be merciful to me ! 

3 Far off I stand with tearful eyes, 
Nor dare uplift them to the skies ; 
But thou dost all my anguish see : 
God, be merciful to me 1 

4 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have done 
Can for a single sin atone ; 

To Calvary alone I flee : 
O God, bo merciful to me ! 

6 And when redeemed from sin and hell. 
With all the ransomed throng I dwell, 
My raptured song shall ever be, 
God has been merciful to me ! 

398. 

1 My sufferings all to thee are known, 
Tempted in every point like me ; 
Regard my grief, regard thine own : 
Jesus, remember Calvary I 

2 For whom didst thou the cross endure ? 
Who nailed thy body to the tree ? 
Did not thy death my life procure ? 
Oh I let thy mercy answer me. 

3 Art thou not touched with human woe? 
Hath pity left the Son of Man ? 

Dost thou not all my sorrows know, 
And claim a share in all my pain ? 



4 Thou wilt not break a bruised reed, 
Or quench the smallest spark of grace, 
Till through the soul thy power is spread. 
Thy all-victorious righteousness. 

6 The day of small and feeble things, 
I know thou never wilt despise ; 
I know, with healing in his wings, 
The Sun of Righteousness shall rise. 

399. 

1 Here at thy cross, my dying Lord ! 
I lay my soul beneath thy love, 
Beneath the droppings of thy blood, 
Jesus, nor shall it e'er remove. 

2 Not all that tyrants think or say. 
With rage and lightning in their eyes, 
Nor hell shall fright my heart away. 
Should hell with all its legions rise. 

3 Should worlds conspire to drive ma 

thence. 
Moveless and firm this heart should lie ; 
Resolved, for that 's my last defence. 
If I must perish, there to die. 

4 But speak, my Lord, and calm my fear ; 
Am I not safe beneath thy shade ? 
Thy vengeance will not strike me here, 
Nor Satan dare my soul invade. 

5 Yes, I 'm secure beneath thy blood. 
And all my foes shall lose their aim ; 
Hosanna to my dying Lord, 

And my best honors to his name. 
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WAY OP SALVATION. 



HAMBURQ. L. M. 



Arranged fry Ds. L. Hasoit. 




1. Oh! for a glance of heaven -ly day, 



^S 



To take this stub-bom heart a - way, 




T7 

300. 

2 The rocks can rend ; the earth can quake ; 
The seas can roar ; the mountains shake : 
Of feeling, all things show some sign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine. 

3 To hear the sorrows thou hast felt, 
O Lord, an adamant would melt ; 
But I can read each moving line, 
And nothing moves this heart of mine. 

4 Thy judgments, too, which devils fear — 
Amazing thought — unmoved I hear ; 
Goodness and wrath in vain combine 
To stir this stupid heart of mine. 

5 But Power Divine can do the deed ; 
And, Lord, that power I greatly need . 
Thy Spirit can from dross refine. 

And melt and change this heart of mine. 

301. 

1 Show pity, Lord ! O Lord, forgive ; 
Let a repenting rebel live ; 

Are not thy mercies large and free ? 
May not a sinner trust in thee ? 

2 My crimes are great, but ne'er surpass 
The power and glory of thy grace : 
Great God I thy nature hath no bound, 
So let thy pardoning love be found. 

3 Oh, wash my soul from every sin. 
And make my guilty conscience clean ! 
Here on my heart the burden lies. 
And past offences pain mine eyes. 



4 My lips with shame my sins confess, 
Against thy law, against thy grace ; 
Lord, should thy judgment grow severe, 
I am condemned, but thou art clear. 

5 Should sudden vengeance seize my breath 
I must pronounce thee just in death ; 
And if my soul were sent to hell, 

Thy righteous law approves it well. 

6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord ! 
Whose hope, still hovering round thy 

word, 
Would light on some sweet promise there, 
Some sure support against despair. 

309. 

1 No more, my God ! I boast no more, 
Of all the duties I have done ; 

I quit the hopes I held before, 
To trust the merits of thy Son. 

2 Now, for the love I bear his name, 
What w^as my gain, I count my loss;^ 
My former pride I call my shame, 
And nail my glory to his cross. 

3 Yes, — and I must, and will esteem 
All things but loss for Jesus' sake ; 
Oh ! may my soul be found in him, 
And of his righteousness partake. 

4 The best obedience of my hands 
Dares not appear before thy throne ; 
But faith can answer thy demands^ 
By pleading what my Lord has done. 



REPENTANCE AND RECEPTION OF CHRIST. 
EASTON. KM. 
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MOZABT. 




1. Oh I that my load of sin were gone 1 



Ohl that I could 



last sub - mit 




303. 

1 Oh ! that my load of sin were gone ! 
Oh j that I could at last submit 

At Jesus' feet to lay it down — 
To lay my soul at Jesus' feet ! 

2 Rest for my soul I long to find : 
Saviour of all, if mine thou art, 
Give me thy meek and lowly mind, 
And stamp thine image on my heart 

8 Break off the yoke of inbred sin, 
And fully set my spirit free : 
I cannot rest, till pure within — 
Till 1 am wholly lost in thee, 

4 Fain would I lekrn of thee, ray God ; 
Thy light and easy burden prove, — 
The cross all stained with hallowed blood. 
The labor of thy dying love. 

5 I would — but thou must give the power ; 
My heart from every sin release ; 
Bring near, bring near the joyful hour, 
And fill me with thy perfect peace I 

304. 

1 I 8END the joys of earth away ; 
Away, ye tempters of the mind, 
False as the smooth, deceitful sea. 
And empty as the whistling wind. 

2 Your streams were floating me along, 
Down to the gulf of dark despair ; 
And while I listened to your song, 
Your streams had ev'n conveyed me there. 



3 Lord, I adore thy matchless grace. 
Which warned me of that dark abyss. 
Which drew me from those treacherous 

seas, 
And bade me seek superior bliss. 

4 Now to the shining realms above, 

I stretch my hands and glance my eyes ; 
Oh ! for the pinions of a dove, 
To bear me to the upper skies ! 

5 There, from the bosom of our God, 
Oceans of endless pleasure roll ; 
There would I fix my last abode. 
And drown the sorrows of my soul. 

30S. 

1 Jesus, the sinner's Friend, to thee. 
Lost and undone, for aid I flee ; 
Weary of earth, myself, and sin. 
Open thine arms and take me in. 

2 Pity and save my ruined soul ; 

'T is thou alone canst make mo whole ; 
Dark, till in me thine image shine. 
And lost I am, till thou art mine. 

3 At last I own it cannot be 

That I should fit myself for thee : 
Here, then, to thee I all resign ; 
Thine is the work, and only thine. 

4 What can I say thy grace to move ? 
Lord, I am sin, — but thou art love : 
I give up every plea beside. 

Lord, I am lost, — but thou hast died I 
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WAY OF SALVATION. 



IdANOAH. cm 
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Gbeatobex Coxx. 



1. I saw One hang - ing on a tree, 




ag - o - ny and bloody 
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Who fixed hifl Ian - guid eyes on me, 



I 
As near the cross I stood. 




306. 

2 Sure, never, till my latest breath. 

Can I forget that look : 
It seemed to charge me with his death. 
Though not a word he spoke. 

3 Alas 1 I knew not what I did. 

But now my tears are vain ; 
Where shall my trembling soul be hid, 
For I the Lord have slain ! 

4 A second look he gave, that said, 

" I freely all forgive : 
This blood is for thy ransom paid ; 
I die that thou may'st live." 

5 Thus while his death my sin displays 

In all its blackest hue. 
Such is the mystery of grace, 
It seals my pardon too ! 

307. 

1 Approach, my soul ! the mercy-seat. 

Where Jesus answers prayer ; 
There humbly fall before his feet. 
For none can perish there. 

2 Thy promise is my only plea. 

With this I venture nigh : 
Thou callest burdened souls to thee, 
And such, O Lord ! am I. 

8 Bowed down beneath a load of sin. 
By Satan sorely pressed ; 
By wars without, and fears within, 
I come to tliee for rest. 



4 Be thou my shield and hiding-place. 

That, sheltered near thy side, 
I may my fierce accuser face, 
And tell him — thou hast died. 

5 Oh ! wondrous Love — to bleed and die, 

To bear the cross and shame. 
That guilty sinners, such as I, 
Might plead thy gracious name I 

308. 

1 Lord ! at thy feet we sinners lie, 

And knock at mercy's door : 
With heavy heart and downcast eye, 
Thy favor we implore. 

2 On us the vast extent display 

Of thy forgiving love ; 
Take all our heinous guilt away; 
This heavy load remove. 

3 'T is mercy — mercy we implore ; 

We would thy pity move : 
Thy grace is an exhaustless store, 
And thou thyself art love. 

4 Oh, for thine own, for Jesus' sake. 

Our numerous sins forgive ! 
Thy grace our rocky hearts can break : 
Heal us, and bid us live. 

5 Thus melt us down, thus mako us bend, 

And thy dominion own ; 

Nor let a rival more pretend 

To repossess thy throne. 



BEPENTAKCE AND BECEFTION OF CHSIST. 
AVON. CM. 
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309. 

2 See, low bqfore thy throne of grace, 
A wretched wanderer mourn ; 
Hast thou not bid me seek thy face f 
Hast thou not said — " Return ?" 

8 And shall my guilty fears prevail 
To d^ve me from thy feet ? 
Oh ! let not this dear refuge fail, 
This only safe retreat ! 

4 Oh ! shine on this benighted heart, 
With beams of mercy shine ! 
And let thy healing voice impart 
A tasto of joys divine. 

310. 

1 O OoD of mercy I hear my call, 

My load of guilt remove ; 
Break down this separating wall, 
That bars me from thy love. 

2 Give me the presence of thy grace ; 

Then my rejoicing tongue 
Shall speak aloud thy righteousness, 
And make thy praise my song. 

3 No blood of goats, nor heifer slain, 

For sin could e'er atone : 
The death of Christ shall still remain 
Sufficient and alone. 

4 A soul, oppressed with sin's desert. 

My God will ne'er despise ; 
An humble groan, a broken heart. 
Is our best sacrifice. 



3ii. 

1 My God, accept my heart this day. 

And make it always thine ; 
That I from thee no more may stray. 
No more from thee decline. 

2 Before the cross of him who died, 

Behold, I prostrate fall ; 
Let every sin be crucified. 
Let Christ be all in all. 

3 May the dear blood, once shed for me, 

My blest atonement prove ; 
That I, from first to last, may be 
The purchase of thy love. 

4 Let every thought and work and word 

To thee be ever given ; 
Then life shall be thy service. Lord, 
And death the gate of heaven ! 

319* 

1 Welcome, O Saviour ! to my heart ; 

Possess thine humble throne ; 
Bid every rival hence depart, 
And claim me for thine own. 

2 The world and Satan I forsake — 

To thee, I all resign ; 
My longing heai*t, O Jesus! take, 
And fill with love divine. 

3 Oh ! may I never turn aside, 

Nor from thy bosom flee ; 
Let nothing here my heart divide — 
I give it all to thee. 



WAT OF SALVATION. 



J. E. OoviD. 




f 

1 Oh, cease, my wandering soul, 

On restless wing to roam ; 
All this wide world, to either pole, 
Hath not for thee a home. 

2 Behold the ark of God ! 

Behold the open door ! 
Oh, haste to gain that dear abode. 
And rove, my soul, no more. 

8 There safe thou shalt abide, 
There sweet shall ba thy rest, 
And every longing satisfied, 
With full salvation blest. 

314. 

1 Ah ! what avails my strife, 

My wandering to and fro ? 
Thou hast the words of endless life ; 
Ah ! whither should I go ? 

2 Thy condescending grace 

To me did freely move ; 
It calls me still to seek thy face, 
And stoops to ask my love. 

3 My worthless heart to gain. 

The God of all that breathe 
Was found in fashion as a man. 
And died a cursed death. 

4 And can I yet delay 

My little all to give ? 
To tear my soul from earth away, 
For Jesus to receive ? 



5 Ah I no : I all forsake. 
My all to thee resign : 
Gracious Redeemer, take, oh, take^ 
And seal me ever thine ! 

319. 

1 Shall we go on to sin, 

Because thy grace abounds t 
Or crucify the Lord again, 
And open all his wounds f 

2 Forbid it, mighty God ! 

Nor let it e'er be said, 
That we, whose sins are crucified, 
Should raise them from the dead 

3 We will be slaves no more, 

Since Christ has made us free, 
Has nailed our tyrants to the crosf^ 
And bought our liberty. 

316. 

1 Unto thine altar, Lord, 

A broken heart I bring ; 
And wilt thou graciously accept 
Of such a worthless thing? 

2 To Christ, the bleeding Lamb, 

My faith directs its eyes ; 
Thou mayst reject that worthless things 
But not his sacrifice. 

3 When he gave up the ghost, 

The law was satisfied ; 
And now to its most rigorous claims 
I answer, " Jesua died." 
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81^. 

2 Forgive my follies past, 

The crimes which I have done ; 
Oh ! bid a contrite sinner live, 
Through thy incarnate Son. 

8 Guilt, like a heavy load. 
Upon my conscience lies ; 
To thee I make my sorrows known, 
And lift my weeping eyes. 

4 The burden which I feel, 

Thou only canst remove ; 
Display, O Lord ! thy pardoning grace, 
And thy unbounded love. 

5 One gracious look of thine 

Will ease my troubled breast ; 
Oh I let me know my sins forgiven, 
And I shall then be blest. 

318* 

1 Jesus ! I come to thee, 

A sinner doomed to die ; 
My only refuge is thy cross, — 
Here at thy feet I lie. 

2 Can mercy reach my case, 

And all my sins remove ? 
Break, O my God ! this heart of stone, 
And melt it by thy love. 

3 Too long ray soul has gone, 

Far from my God, astray ; 
I Ve sported on the brink of hell, 
In sin's delusive way. 



4 But, Lord ! my heart is fixed, — 

I hope in thee alone ; 
Break off the chains of sin and death, 
And bind me to thy throne. 

5 Thy blood can cleanse my heart. 

Thy hand can wipe my tears ; — 
Oh ! send thy blessed Spirit down, 
To banish all my fears. 

6 Then shall my soul arise. 

From sin and Satan free ; 
Redeemed from hell and every foe, 
I '11 trust alone in thee. 

319. 

1 Thou seest my feebleness, 

Jesus, be thou my power, — 
My help and refuge in distress, 
My fortress and my tower. 

2 Give me to trust in thee ; 

Be thou my sure abode : 
My horn, and rock, and buckler be, 
My Saviour and my God. 

3 Myself I cannot -save. 

Myself I cannot keep ; 
But strength in thee I surely have. 
Whose eyelids never sleep. 

4 My soul to thee alone. 

Now, therefore, I commend: 
Lord Jesus, love me as thine own, 
And Jove me to the end. 
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320. 

2 I love to meet thy people now, 
Before thy feet with them to bow, 

Though vilest of them all ; 
But, can I bear the piercing thought, 
What if my name should be left out, 

When thou for them shalt call ? 

3 Lord, prevent it by thy grace. 
Be thou my only hiding-place, 

In this the accepted day ; 
Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear, 
To still my unbelieving fear. 

Nor let me fall, I pray. 

4 Among thy saints let me be found, 
Whene'er the archangel's trump shall 

sound. 

To see thy smiling face ; 
Then loudest of the throng I '11 sing, 
While heaven's resounding mansions ring 

With shouts of sovereign grace. 

321. 

1 THOU who hear'st the prayer of faith. 
Wilt thou not save a soul from death. 

That casts itself on thee ? 
I have no refuge of my own. 
But fly to what my Lord hath done, 

And suffered once for me. 

2 Slain in the guilty sinner's stead, 
His spotless righteousness I plead. 

And his availing blood ; 
Thy merit, Lord, my robe shall be ; 
Thy merit shall atone for me, 

And bring me near to God. 
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3 Then save me from eternal death, 
The spirit of adoption breathe. 

His consolations send ; 
By him some word of life impart. 
And sweetly whisper to my heart, 

" Thy Maker is thy Friend." 

4 The ting of terrors then would be 
A welcome messenger to me. 

To bid mo come away : 
Unclogged by earth, or earthly things, 
I 'd mount, I 'd fly with eager wings 

To everlasting day ! 

SSKS. 

1 The mind was formed, to mount sublime, 
Beyond the narrow bounds of time. 

To everlasting things ; 
But earthly vapors dim her sight. 
And hang, with cold oppressive weight, 

Upon her drooping wings. 

2 Bright scenes of bliss, — unclouded skies, 
Invite m)'^ soul ; — Oh ! could I rise. 

Nor leave a thought below, 
I 'd bid farewell to anxious care. 
And say, to every tempting snare, — 

Heaven calls, and I must go : — 

3 Heaven calls, — and can I yet delay ? 
Can aught on earth engage my stay ? 

Ah 1 wretched lingering heart ! 
Come, Lord ! with strength, and life, and 

light, 
Assist and guide my upward flight, 

And bid the world depart 



REPENTANCE AND RECEPTION OP CHRIST. 



323. 

1 Lord, thou hast won — at length I yield » 
My heart, by mighty grace compelled, 

Surrenders all to thee : 
Against thy terrors long I strove, 
But who can stand against thy love ? — 

Love conquers even me. 

3 But since thou hast thy love revealed. 
And shown my soul a pardon sealed, 

I can resist no more ; 
Couldst thou for such a sinner bleed ? 
Canst thou for such a rebel plead ? 

I wonder and adore ! 

3 K thou hadst bid thy thunders roll. 
And lightnings flash to blast my soul, 

I still had stubborn been ; 
But mercy has my heart subdued, 
A bleeding Saviour I have viewed, 

And now, I hate my sin. 

4 Now, Lord, I would be thine alone- 
Come, take possession of thine own, 

For thou hast set mc free ; 
Released from Satan^s hard command. 
See all my powers in waiting stand. 

To be employed by thee. 

334. 

1 Awaked by Sinai's awfnl sound. 
My soul in bonds of guilt I found, 

And knew not where to go ; 
One simple truth increased my pain, 
The sinner " must be born again," 

Or sink to endless woe. 

2 I heard the law its thunders roll, 
While guilt lay heavy on my soul — 

A vast oppressive load ; 
All creature-aid I saw was vain ; 
The sinner " must be born again," 

Or drink the wrath of God. 

3 The saints I heard with rapture tell — 
How Jesus conquered death and hell 

To bring salvation near ; 
Yet still I found this truth remain — 
The sinner " must be born again," 

Or sink in deep despair. 

4 But while I thus in anguish lay, 
The bleeding Saviour passed that way, 

Mv bondage to remove: 
The sinner, once by justice slain, 
Now by his grace is bom again, 

And sings redeeming love. 
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33S. 

1 Lo ! on a narrow neck of land, 
'Twixt two unbounded seas, I stand, 

Secure ! insensible ! 
A point of time, a moment's space, 
Removes me to that heavenly place, 

Or shuts me up in hell. 

2 O God ! ray inmost soul convert. 
And deeply on my thoughtful heart 

Eternal things impress ; 
Give me to feel their solemn weight, 
And save me ere it be too late ; 

Wake me to righteousness. 

3 Before me place, in bright array. 
The pomp of that tremendous day. 

When thou with clouds shalt como 
To judge the nations at thy bar ; 
And tell me. Lord ! shall I be there 

To meet a joyful doom ? 

4 Be this my one great business here,-** 
With holy trembling, holy fear. 

To make my calling sure ! 
Thine utmost counsel to fulfill, 
And suffer all thy righteous will, 

And to the end endure ! 

5 Then, Saviour, then my soul receive, 
Transported from this earth, to live 

And reign with thee above ; 
Where faith is sweetly lost in sight. 
And hope, in full, supremo delight, 

And everlasting love. 



326. 

1 No room for mirth or trifling here, 
For worldly hope, or worldly fear, 

If life so soon is gone ; 
If now the Judge is at the door. 
And all mankind must stand before 

The inexorable throne ! 

2 Nothing is worth a thought beneath, 
But how I may escape the death 

That never, never dies I 
How make mine own election sure ; 
And when I fail on earth, secure 

A mansion in the skies. 

3 Jesus, vouchsafe a pitying ray ; 

Be thou my Guide, be thou my Way 

To glorious happiness! 
Ah ! write the pardon on my heart; 
And whensoe'er I hence depart. 

Let me depart in peace. 
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397. 

2 I have long withstood his grace ; 
Long provoked him to his face ; 
Would not hearken to his calls ; 
Grieved him by a thousand falls. 

3 Kindled his relentings are ; 

Me he now delights to spare ; • 
Cries, How shall I give thee up ? — 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 

4 There for me the Saviour stands ; 
Shows his wounds and spreads his hands, 
God is love ! I know, I feel : 

Jesus weeps, and loves me still. 

398. 

1 When on Sinai's top I see 
God descend, in majesty, 
To proclaim his holy law. 
All my spirit sinks with awe. 

2 When, in ecstacy sublime. 
Tabor's glorious steep I climb ; 
At the too transporting light. 
Darkness rushes o'er my sight. 

3 When on Calvary I rest ; 
God in iiesh made manifest. 
Shines in my Redeemer's face. 
Full of beauty, truth, and grace. 

4 Here I would forever stay, 
Weep and gaze ray soul away ; 
Thou art heaven on earth to me, 
Lovely, mournful Calvary 1 



329. 

Jesus I full of truth and love. 
We thy kindest word obey ; 

Faithful let thy mercies prove ; 
Take our load of guilt away. 

Weary of this war within, 
Weary of this endless strife. 

Weary of ourselves and sin. 
Weary of a wretched life ; 

Burdened with a world of grief, 
Burdened with our sinful load, 

Burdened with this unbelief. 

Burdened with the wrath of God : 

Lo ! we come to thee for ease, 
True and gracious as thou art : 

Now our weary souls release ; 
Write forgiveness on each heart. 

330. 

Lord of mercy, just and kind ! 

Wilt thou ne'er my guilt forgive f 
Never shall my troubled mind, 

In thy kind remembrance, live ? 

Lord ! how long shall Satan's art 
Tempt my harassed soul to sin. 

Triumph o'er my humbled heai-t,— 
Fears without and guilt within ? 

Lord, my God 1 thine ear incline, 
Bending to the prayer of faith ; 

Cheer my eyes with light divine 
Lest I sleep the sleep of death. 



REPENTANCE AND RECEPTION OP CHRIST. 
R08EFIELD. 7s. 
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381. 

2 Now to yon my spirit turns — 
Turns, a fugitive unblest ; 
Brethren, where your altar burns, 
Oh, receive me into rest ! 

8 Lonely I no lono^er roam, 

Like the cloud, the wind, the wave : 
Where you dwell shall be my home. 
Where you die shall be my grave ; 

4 Mine the God whom you adore, 
Your Redeemer shall be mine; 
Earth can fill my soul no more, 
Every idol I resign. 

332. 

1 Sovereign Ruler, Lord of all ! 
Prostrate at thy feet I fall ! 
Hear, oh, hear my earnest cry, 
Frown not, lest I faint and die. 

2 Vilest of the sons of men, — 
Chief of sinners I have been ; 
Oft abused thee to thy face. 
Trampled on thy richest grace. 

3 Justly might thy righteous dart 
Pierce this bleeding, broken heart ; 
Justly might thine angry breath 
Blast me in eternal death. 

4 But with thee there 's mercv found, 
Balm to heal my every wound : 
Soothe, oh, soothe the troubled breast, 
Give the weary wanderer rest. 



333. 

1 Jesus, save my dying soul ; 
Make the broken spirit whole : 
Humble in the dust I lie : 
Saviour, leave me not to die. 

2 Jesus, full of every grace, 
Now reveal thy smiling face ; 
Grant the joys of sin forgiven, 
Foretaste of the bliss of heaven. 

3 All my guilt to thee is known ; 
Thou art righteous, ihou alone : 
All my help is from thy cross ; 
All beside I count but loss. 

4 Lord, in thee I now believe ; 
Wilt thou, wilt thou not forgive f 
Helpless at thy feet I lie ; 
Saviour, leave me not to die. 

334. 

1 Jesus, all-atoning Lamb, 
Thine, and only thine, I am : 
Take my body, spirit, soul ; 
Only thou possess the whole. 

2 Thou my one thing needful be ; 
Let me ever cleave to thee ; 
Let me choose the better part : 
Let me give thee all my heart 

3 Whom have I on earth below ? 
Thee, and only Thee, I know : 
Whom have I in heaven but thee? 
Thou art all in all to me. 
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3SS. 

2 Father, make me pure and lowly, 

Fond of peace and far from strife ; 
Turning from the paths unholy 
Of this vain and sinful life. 

3 Ever let thy grace surround me ; 

Strengthen me with power divine ; 
Till thy cords of love have bound me : 
Make me to be wholly thine. 

4 May the blood of Jesus heal me, 

And my sins be all forgiven ; 
Holy Spirit, take and seal me, 
Guide me in the path to heaven. 

336. 

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 

Which before the cross I spend ; 
Life, and health, and peace possessing, 
From the sinner's dying Friend. 

2 Here I Ml sit, for ever viewing 

Mercy streaming in his blood ; 
Precious drops ! my soul bedewing, 
Plead and claim my peace with God, 

3 Truly blessed is this station, 

Low before his cross to lie ; 
While I see divine compassion 
Beaming in his gracious eye. 

4 Here it is I find my heaven, 

While upon the cross I gaze ; 
Love I much ? I 've much forgiven, 
I 'm a miracle of grace. 



5 Love and grief my heart dividing, 

With my tears his feet I '11 bathe ; 
Constant still in faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death. 

6 Lord ! in ceaseless contemplation, 

Fix my heart and eyes on thine, 
Till I taste thy whole salvation, 
Where, unvailed, thy glories shine. 

337. 

1 Laboring and heavy laden 

With my sins, O Lord, I roam. 
While I know thou hast invited 
All such wanderers to their home. 

2 Make my stubborn spirit willing 

To obey thy gracious voice, 
At the cross to leave its burden, 
And departing to rejoice. 

3 Thy sweet yoke I M take upon me, 

And would learn, O Lord, of thee ; 
Thou art meek in heart, and lowly, 
Teach me like thyself to be. 

4 Rest my weary soul is seeking 

From its sins and all its woes ; 
In thy bosom I would place me, 
There to find a blest repose. 

5 Laboring and heavy laden, 

Lord, no longer will I roam : 
Here I fix my habitation, 

In thy sheltering love at home. 
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338. 

1 In the cross of Christ I glory, 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

2 When the woes of life overtake me, 

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
Never shall the cross forsake me : 
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy. 

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming 

Light and love upon my way, 
From the cross the radiance streaming, 
Adds new lustre to the day. 

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 

By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there, that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 

6 In the cross of Christ I glory. 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

339. 

1 Jesus, who on Calvary's mountain 

■ Poured thy precious blood for me. 
Wash me in its flowing fountain, 
That my soul may spotless be. 

2 I have sinned, but oh, restore me ! 

For unless thou smile on me. 
Dark is all the world before me. 
Darker yet eternity. 



Gath > era rouud its head sub-lime. 
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3 In thy word I hear thee saying. 

Come and I will give you rest ; 
And the gracious call obieying. 
See, I hasten to thy breast. 

4 Grant, oh, grant thy Spirit's teaching, 

That I may not go astray, 
Till the gate of heaven reaching. 
Earth and sin are passed away. 

340. 

1 Come, thou Fount of every blessing, 

Tune my heart to sing thy grace ; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing. 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 

2 Teach me some melodious measure. 

Sung by flaming tongues above ; 
Oh, the vast, the boundless treasure 
Of thy free, unchanging love ! 

3 Jesus sought me when a stranger. 

Wandering from the fold of God ; 
He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interposed his precious blood. 

4 Oh, to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I 'm constrained to be ! 
Let thy goodness, like a fetter. 
Bind my wandering heart to thee. 

5 Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it ; 

Prone to leave the God I love ; 
Here 's my heart ; oh, take and seal it,- 
Seal it for thy courts above ! 
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1. God, thou art my God a -lone: Ear-ly to thee my soul shall cry — 




A pil-grim in a land un-known, A thirsty land, whose springs are dry. 




341. 

2 Oh, that it were as it hath been, 
When, praying in the holy place, 
Thy power and glory I have seen, 
And marked the footsteps of thy grace ! 

3 Yet, through this rough and thorny maze, 
I follow hard on thee, my God : 

Thy hand unseen upholds my ways ; 
I safely tread where thou hast trod. 

4 Thee, in the watches of the night. 
When I remember on my bed, 

Thy presence makes the darkness light ; 
Thy guardian wings are round my head. 

5 Better than life itself thy love, 
Dearer than all beside to me ; 
For whom have I in heaven above, 

Or what on earth, compared with thee ? 

343. 

1 See a poor sinner, dearest Lord, 
Whose soul, encouraged by thy word, 
At mercy's footstool would remain. 
And then would look, — and look again. 

2 Ah ! bring a wretched wanderer home, 
Now to thy footstool let me come, 
And tell thee all my grief and pain, 
And wait and look, — and look again ! 

3 Take courage, then, my trembling soul ; 
One look from Christ will make thee 

whole : 
Trust thou in bim, 't is not in vain. 
But wait and look, — and look again. 



4 Look to the Lord, his word, his throne ; 
Look to his grace, and not your own ; 
There wait and look, and look again ; 
You shall not wait, nor look in vain. 

5 Ere long that happy day will come. 
When I shall reach my blissful home; 
And when to glory I attain. 

Oh, then I '11 look, — ^and look again ! 

343. 

1 I LEFT the God of truth and light ; 
I left the God who gave me breath, 
To wander in the wilds of night. 
And perish in the snares of death I 

2 Sweet was his service, and his yoke 
Was light and easy to be borne : 
Through all his bonds of love I broke ; 
I cast away his gifts with scorn ! 

3 Heart-broken, friendless, poor, cast dowiiy 
Where shall the chief of sinners fly, 
Almighty Vengeance! from thy frown, 
Eternal Justice I from thine eye ? 

4 Lo ! through the gloom of guilty feara^ 
My faith discerns a dawn of grace : 
The Sun of Righteousness appears 

In Jesus' reconciling face ! 

5 Prostrate before the mercy-seat, 
I dare not, if I would, despair; 
None ever perished at thy feet, 
And I will lie forever there. 



CONEIilCT WITH SIN. 
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344. 

1 Thou only Sovereign of my heart, 
My Refuge, my almighty Friend — 
And can my soul from thee depart 
On whom alone my hopes depend ! 

2 Whither, ah ! whither shall I go, 

A wretched wanderer from my Lord ? 
Can this dark world of sin and woe 
One glimpse of happiness afford ! 

3 Eternal life thy words impart ; 
On these my fainting spirit lives ; 
Here sweeter comforts cheer my heart. 
Than all the round of nature gives. 

4 Thy name my inmost powers adore ; 
Thou art my life> my joy, my care ; 
Depart from thee — 'tis death — 'tis more — 
'T IS endless ruin, deep despair I 

5 Low at thy feet my soul would lie ; 
Here safety dwells, and peace divine ; 
Still let me live beneath thine eye, 
For life, eternal life, is thine. 

34S. 

1 O THOU, to whose all-searching sight 
The darkness shineth as the light. 
Search^ prove my heart, it pants for thee ; 
Oh ! burst these bonds, and set it free. 

2 Wash' out its stains, refine its dross ; 
Nail my affections to the cross ; 
HitUowr each thought ; let all within 
Be clean, as thou', my Lord, art dean. 



3 If in this darksome wild I stray. 
Be thou my light, be thou my way : 
No foes, no violence I fear, 

No fraud, while thou, my God, art near. 

4 When rising floods my soul o'erflow. 
When sinks my heart in waves of woe — • 
Jesus, thy timely aid impart. 

And raise my head, and cheer my heart, 

5 Saviour, where'er thy steps I see. 
Dauntless, untired, I follow thee ; 
Oh ! let thy hand support me still. 
And lead me to thy holy hill. 

346. 

1 Oh ! where is now. that glowing love 
That marked our union with the Lord f 
Our hearts were fixed on things above, 
Nor could the world a joy afford. 

2 Where is the zeal that led us then 
To make our Saviour's glory known ? 
That freed us from the fear of men, 
And kept our eye on him alone ? 

3 Where are the happy seasons spent 
In fellowship with him we loved ? 
The sacred joy, the sweet content. 
The blessedness that then we proved f 

4 Behold, again we turn to thee ; 

Oh ! cast us not away, though vile ; 
No peace we have, no joy we see, 
Lord our God, but in iky smile. 
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347. 

2 Soon as the morn the light revealed, 

His praises tuned my tongue ; 
And, when the evening shade prevailed, 
His love was all my song. 

3 In prayer, my soul drew near the Lord, 

And saw his glory shine ; 
And when I read his holy word, 
I called each promise mine. 

4 Now, when the evening shade prevails, 

My soul in darkness mourns ; 
And, when the morn the light reveals, 
No light to me returns. 

5 Rise, Saviour ! help me to prevail. 

And make my soul thy care ; 
^ I 'know thy mercy cannot fail, 
Let me that mercy share. 

348. 

1 With tears of an^ish I lament, 

' Here, at thy feet, my Qod, 
My passion, pride, and discontent, 
And vile ingratitude. 

2 Sure there was ne'er a heart so base. 

So false as mine has been ; 
So faithless to its promises, 
' So prone to every sin ! 

8 My reason tells me thy commands 
Are holy, just, and true ; 
Tells me whate'er my God demands 
Is his most righteous due. 



4 Reason, I hear, her counsels weigh, 

And all her words approve ; 
But still I find it hard t' obey. 
And harder yet to love. 

5 How long, dear Saviour, shall I feel 

These struggles in my breast? 
When wilt thou bow my stubborn will, 
And give my conscience rest ? 

6 Break, sovereign grace, oh, break the 

charm. 
And set the captive free ; 
Reveal, almighty God, thine arm. 
And haste to rescue me. 

349. 

1 Oh ! for that tenderness of heart, 

That bows before the Lord ; 
That owns how just and good thou art. 
And trembles at thy word. 

2 Oh ! for those humble, contrite tears, 

Which from repentance flow ; 
That sense of guilt, which, trembling, fcara 
The long-suspended blow ! 

3 Saviour ! to me, in pity give. 

For sin, the deep distress ; 
The pledge thou wilt, at last, receive, 
And bid me die in peace. 

4 Oh I fill my soul with faith and love, 

And strength to do thy will ; 
Raise my desires and hopes above,— ^ 
Thyself to me reveal. 



CONFLICT WITH SIN. 
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390. 

2 Yet sovereign mercy calls — " Return !" 

' Dear Lord, and may I come ? 
My vile ingratitude I mourn : 
Oh, take the wanderer home I 

3 And canst thou — wilt thou yet forgive, 

And bid my crimes remove ? 
And shall a pardoned rebel Jive, 
To speak thy wondrous love ? 

4 Almighty grace, thy healing power, 

How glorious, how divine ! 
That can to life and bliss restore 
A heart so vile as mine. 

6 Thy pardoning love, so free, so sweet. 
Dear Saviour, I adore ; 
Oh, keep me at thy sacred feet, 
. And let me rove no more 1 



sst. 

1 Searcher of Hearts ! — from mine erase 

All thoughts that should not be. 
And in its deep recesses trace 
My gratitude to thee ! 

2 Hearer or Prayer !^-oh, guide aright 

Each word and deed of mine ; 
Life's battle teach me how to fight, 
And be the victory thine. 

8 Giver of All ! — for every good 
That in the Saviour came — 
For raiment, shelter and for food, 
I thank thee in his name. 



4 Father and Son and Holy Ghost ! 
Thou glorious Three in One ! 
Thou knowest best what I need most. 
And let thy will be done. 



asa. 

1 Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 

A calm and heavenly frame, — 
A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb I 

2 Where is the blessedness I knew 

When first I saw the Lord ? 
Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and his word ? 

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed I 

How sweet their memory still ! 
But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 

4 Return, O holy Dove, return. 

Sweet messenger of rest! 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my breast. 

5 The dearest idol I have known. 

Whatever that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne. 
And worship only thee. 

6 So shall my walk be close with God, 

Calm and serene my frame ; 
So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 
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SS3. 

2 I M tell him how my sins arise, 
What sorrows I sustain ; 
How grace decays, and comfort dies, 
And leaves my heart in pain. 

8 He knows what arguments I 'd take 
To wrestle with my G«d : 
I 'd plead for his own mercy's sake — 
I 'd plead my Saviour's blood. 

4 My God will pity my complaints ; 

And drive my foes away ; 
He knows the meaning of his saints 
When they in sorrow pray. 

5 Arise, my soul ! from deep distress. 

And banish every fear ; 
He calls thee to his throne of grace, 
To spread thy sorrows there. 

3S4. 

1 Alas I what hourly dangers rise I 

What snares beset my way I 
To heaven, oh, let me lift mijie eyes, 
And hourly watch and pray. 

2 How oft my mournful thoughts complain, 

And melt in flowing tears I 
My weak resistance, ah, how vain I 
How strong my foes and fears I 

3 O gracious God ! in whom I live. 

My feeble efforts aid ; 
Help me to watch, and pray, and strive. 
Though trembling and afraid. 



4 Increase my faith, increase my hope^ 

When foes and fears prevail ; 
And bear my fainting spirit up. 
Or soon my strength will fail. 

5 Whene'er temptations fright my heart. 

Or lure my feet aside. 
My God, thy powerful aid impart. 
My Guardian and my Guide. 

6 Oh, keep me in thy heavenly way, 

And bid the tempter flee ! 

And let me never, never stray 

From happiness and thee. 

sss. 

1 Oh I could I find, from day to day, 

A nearness to my God, 
Then would my hours glide sweet away 
While leaning on his word. 

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live 

Anew from day to day. 
In joys the world can never give. 
Nor ever take away. 

3 Blest Jestis, come and rule my heart. 

And make me wholly thine. 
That I may never more depart. 
Nor grieve thy love divine. 

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breatib^ 

Thy goodncM I '11 adore ; * " 
And when my frame dissolves ib [death. 
My soul shall love thee moth* 
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396. 

2 I hear, but seem to liear in yain, 

Insensible as steel ; 
If aught is felt, 't is only pain 
To fiud I cannot feel. 

3 My best desires are faint and few : 

Fain would I strive for more ; 
But, when I cry, " My strength renew," 
Seem weaker than before. 

4 Thy saints are comforted, I know. 

And love the house of prayer; 
I therefore go where others go, 
But find no comfort there. 

5 Oh ! make this heart rejoice or ache ; 

Decide this doubt for me ; 
And if it be not broken, break — 
And heal it if it be. 

397. 

1 Why is my h^art so far from thee. 

My God ! my chief delight ? 
Why are ray thoughts no more, by day, — 
With thee, no more by night ? 

2 Why should my foolish passions rove ? 

Where can such sweetness be. 
As I have tasted in thy love, — 
As I have found in thee ? 

3 When my forgetful soul renews 

The savor of thy grace. 
My heart presumes, I cannot lose 
The relish all my days. 



4 But, ere one fleeting hour is past, 

The flattering world employs 
Some sensual bait, to seize ray taste, 
And to pollute my joys. 

5 Wretch that I am, to wander thus, 

In chase of false delight ! 
Let me be fastened to thy cross, 
Rather than lose thy sight. 

6 Make haste, my days ! to reach the goal. 

And bring my heart to rest 
On the dear centre of my soul, — 
My God, my Saviour's breast 

3SS. 

1 I WOULD be thine ; Oh ! take my heart. 

And fill it with thy love : 
Thy sacred image. Lord, impart. 
And seal it from above. 

2 I would be thine ; but while I strive 

To give myself away, 
I feel rebellion still alive, 
And wander while I pray. 

3 I would be thine ; but, Lord, I feel 

Evil still lurks withtn ; — 
Do thou thy majesty reveal. 
And overcome my sin, 

4 I would be thine ; I would embrace 

The Saviour, and adore : 
Inspire with faith, infuse thy grace, 
And now my soul restore. 



112 



CHRISTIAN. 



DETROIT. S.M. 



E. P. Hastings. 




1. Out of tho depths of woe, 

m^-i-i] I It:! J iiJ J ; 



To thee, Lord 



^ 




Dark - ness sur - rounds me, yet 



know That thou art ev • er nigh. 




399. 

1 Out of the depths of woe, 

To thee, O Lord ! I cry ; 
Darkness surrounds me, yet I know 
That thou art ever nigh. 

2 I cast my hopes on thee ; 

Thou canst, thou wilt forgive ; 
If thou shouldst mark iniquity, 
Who in thy sight could live ? 

3 I wait for thee ; I wait, 

Confessing all my sin : 
Lord ! I am knocking at thy gate ; 
Open, and take me in. 

4 Gloiy to God above I 

The waters soon will cease ; 
For lo ! the swift-returning dove 
Brings home the pledge of peace. 

5 Though storms his face obscure, 

And dangers threaten loud, 
Jehovah's covenant is sure, 
His bow is in the cloud. 

360. 

1 And shall I sit alone, 

Oppressed with grief and fear ? 
To God, my Father, make my moan. 
And he refuse to hear ? 

2 If he my Father be, 

Hifi pity he will show ; 
From cruel bondage set me free. 
And inward peace bestow. 



3 If still he silence keep, 

'T is but my feith to try ; 
He knows a*nd feels whene'er I weep, 
And softens every sigh. - 

4 Then will I humbly wait. 

Nor once indulge despair : 
My sins are great, — but not so great 
As his compassions are. 



361. 

1 I FAINT, my soul doth faint, 

My strength, a broken reed I 
Would this so long be my .complaint^ 
Were I a saint indeed ? 

2 The sins I fancied quelled. 

Again in arms arise ; 
The promise that I thought I held, 
Refuses its supplies. 

3 My bosom burns with shame, 

And yet is icy cold ; 
Even to breathe the Saviour's name 
Seoms now to be too bold, 

4 So oft my soul hath trod 

The same sad path astray. 
How can I turn again to God ? 
What venture now to say ? 

5 Thou, Saviour, only thou 

Canst meet my utter need, 
And shouldst thou save the rebel cow, 
It will be grace indeed ! 
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363. 

1 Where, O my soul, oh, where 

Thy image shall I view ? 
In the light cloud that melts in air 
Or in the early dew. 

2 This hour, with flowing teai*s, 

My follies I bewail : 
The next, my heart a waste appears, 
Where all the fountains fail. 

3 To-day, her glimmering light 

Hope kindles in my breast ; 
The morrow, with despair's black night, 
Has all my soul oppressed. 

4 Oh ! my unsteadfast mind, 

Tossed between good and ill ! 
While brutes, with instinct sure though 
blind, 
Their Maker's law fulfill. 

6 Oh ! wavering, wretched state. 
Of hope by fear subdued ! 
On thee, O Lord, for help I wait, — 
Fix, fix my soul in good. 

363. 

1 A CHARGE to keep I have ; 

A God to glorify ; 
A never-dying soul to save," 
And fit it for the sky ; 

2 To serve the present age, 

My calling to fulfill ; 
Oh ! may it all my powers engage 
' To do my Master's will. 



3 Arm me with jealous care, 

As in thy sight to live ; 
And oh ! thy servant. Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give. 

4 Help me to watch and pray. 

And on thyself rely ; 
Assured if I my trust betray, 
I shall forever die. 



364. 

1 I LIFT my soul to God, 

My trust is in his name ; 
Let not my foes that seek my blood 
Still triumph in my shame. 

2 From the first dawning light 

Till the dark evening rise. 
For thy salvation. Lord ! I wait 
With ever-longing eyes. 

3 Remember all thy grace. 

And lead me in thy truth ; 
Forgive the sins of riper days. 
And follies of my youth. 

4 The Lord is just and kind. 

The meek shall learn his ways ; 
And every humble sinner find 
The methods of his grace. 

5 For his own goodness' sake 

He saves my soul from shame ; 
He pardons, though my guilt be great| 
Through my i^eemer's name. 
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36S. 

2 Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee : 
Leave, ah ! leave mo not alone, 

Still support and comfort mo : 
All my trust on thee is stayed, 

All my help firom thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 

J Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 

More thau all in thee I find : 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind 
Just and holy is thy name ; 

I am all unrighteousuess : 
False aud full of sin I am ; 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 

Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound, 

Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of life the fountain art. 

Freely let me take of thee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart ; 

Rise to all eternity. 

366. 

1 Jesus, merciful and mild, 
Lead me as a helpless child : 
On no other ann but thine 
Would my weary soul recline ; 



Thou art ready to forgive, 
Thou canst bid the sinner live — 
Guide the wanderer, day by day. 
In the strait and narrow way. 

2 I am weakness, thoa art might ; 
I am darkness, thou art light ; 

I am all defiled with sin, 
Thou canst make me pure within ; 
Foes that threaten to devour, 
In thy presence have no power; 
Thou canst bid their rage be still, 
And my heart with comfort fill. 

3 Thou canst fit mo by thy grace 
For the heavenly dwelling-place ; 
All thy promises are sure, 

Ever shall thy love endure ; 
Then what more could I desire, 
How to greater bliss aspire ? 
All I need, in thee I sec, 
Thou art all in all to me. 

4 Jesus, Saviour all divine. 

Hast thou made me truly thine ? 
Hast thou bought me by thy blood! 
Reconciled my heart to God ? 
Hearken to my tender prayer, 
Let me thy own image bear ; 
Let me love thee more and more, 
Till I reach heaven's blissful shore. 



CONFLICT WITH. SIN. 
MEgSTAH. 78. Double. 



116 

ArranffeA hy Obo. KisasixT. 





1 . Brethren, while we sojoumhere, Fight we must, but should not fear ; Foes we have, but we've a Friezul, 




Ooe that loves us to the end. Forward, theu, with courage go, Long we shall not 




dwell be - low : Soon the joy - ful news will come, "Child, your Father calls — come home !" 




367. 

2 In the way a thousand snares 
Lie, to take ns unawares ; 
Satan, with malicious art, 
Watches each unguarded part : 
But, from Satan's malice free, 
Saints shall soon victorious be ; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 

" Child, your Father calls — come home !" 

3 But of all the foes we meet, 
None so oft mislead our feet, 
None betray us into sin 

Like the foes that dwell within ; 
Yet let nothing spoil our peace, 
Christ shall also conquer these ; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 
" Child, your Father calls — come home !" 

368. 

1 Saviour, when in dust, to thee 
Low we bow th' adoring knee ; 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our streaming eyes : 
Oh ! by all thy pains and woe, 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from thy throne on high, 
Hear thy people when they cry. 



2 By thy birth and early, years. 
By thy human griefs and fears, 
By thy fasting and distress 

In the loilely wilderness : 
By thy victory in the hour 
Of the subtle tempter's power ; 
Jesus, look with pitying eye ; 
Hear thy people when they cry. 

3 By thine hour of dark despair. 
By thine agony of prayer. 

By the purple robe of scorn, 

By thy wounds — thy crown of thorn ; 

By thy cross — thy pangs and cries ; 

By thy perfect sacrifice ; 

Jesus, look with pitying eye; 

Hear thy people when they cry. 

4 By thy deep expiring groan. 
By the sealed sepulchral stone. 
By thy triumph o'er the grave. 
By thy power from death to save ; 
Mighty God, ascended Lord, 

To thy throne in heaven restored. 
Saviour, Prince, exalted high. 
Hear thy people* when they cry. 
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369. 

2 Whither should a wretch be flying, 

Bat to him who comfort gives ? 
Whither, from the dread of dying, 

But to him who ever lives? 
While I view thee, wounded, grieving, 

Breathless, on the cursed tree. 
Fain I 'd feel my heart believing 

Thou didst suffer thus for me. 

3 In the world of endless ruin. 

Let it never. Lord, be said, 
" Here 's a soul that perished, sueing 

For the Saviour's boasted aid !" 
Saved ! — ^the deed shall spread new glory 

Through the shining realms above ; 
Angels sing the pleasing story, 

All enraptured with thy love. 

370. 

1 Jesus, I my cross have taken, 

All to leave, and follow thee ; 
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken. 

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be ! 
Perish, every fond ambition, 

All I Ve sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition, 

God and heaven are still my own ! 

2 Let the world despise and leave me, 

They have left my Saviour, too; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me— 
Thou art not, like them, untrue-, 



Oh ! while thou dost smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might,' 

Foes may ht^te, and friends disown me, 
Show thy face, and all is biight. 

3 Man may trouble and distress me, 

'T will but drive me to thy breast, 
Life with trials hard may press me. 

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest! 
Oh ! 't is not in grief to harm me, 

While thy love is left to me ; 
Oh ! 't were not in joy to charm me. 

Were that joy unmixed with thee. 

371. 

1 Lord, I hear of showers of blessing 

Thou art scattering full and free ; 
Showei-s the thii-sty soul refreshing ; 

Let some droppmgs fall on me I 
Pass me not, O gracious Father ! 

Lost and sinful though I be ; 
Thou might'st curse me, but the rather 

Let thy mercy light on me. 

2 Have I long in sin been sleeping ? 

Long been slighting, grieving thee ? 
Has the world my heart been keeping! 

Oh I forgive and rescue me ! 
Pass me not, O mighty Spirit ! 

Thou canst make the blind to sec ; 
Testify of Jesus' merit. 

Speak the word of power to me. 
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373. 

1 Full of trembliDg expectation, 

Feeling much, and fearing more, 
Mighty God of my salvation ! 

I thy tiraely aid implore ; 
Suffering Son of Man ! be near me, 

All my sufferings to sustain, 
By thy sorer griefs to cheer me, 

By thy more than mortal pain. 

2 Call to mind that unknown anguish, 

In thy days of flesh below ; 
When thy troubled soul did languish 

Under a whole world of woe ; 
When thou didst our curse inherit, 

Groan beneath our guilty load. 
Burdened with a wounded spirit. 

Bruised by all the wrath of God. 

9 By thy most severe temptation, 

In that dark, satanic hour ; 
By thy last mysterious passion. 

Screen me from the adverse power! 
By thy fainting in the garden. 

By thy bloody sweat, I pray. 
Write upon my hear*; the pardon, 

Take my sins and fears away. 



373. 



1 



Saviour, visit thy plantation ! 

Grant us. Lord, a gracious rain : 
All will come to desolation, 

Unless thou return again. 
Keep no longer at a distance. 

Shine upon us from on high, 
Lest, for want of thine assistance, 

Every plant should droop and die. 

2 Once, O Lord, thy garden flourished ; 

Every part looked gay and green ; 
Then thy word our spirits nourished : 

Happy seasons we have seen. 
But a drought has since succeeded, 

And a sad decline we see : 
Lord, thy help is greatly needed : 

Help can only come from thee. 

3 Let our mutual love be fervent : 

Make us prevalent in prayers ; 
Let each one esteemed thy servant 

Shun the world's bewitching snares. 
Break the tempter's fatal power. 

Turn the stony heart to flesh. 
And begin from this good hour 

To revive thy work afresh. 
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374. 

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye 

Naught escapes without, within, 
Pardon each infirmity 
Open fault, and secret sin. 

3 Thou who, sinless, yet hast known 

All of man's infirmity ; 
Now from thine eternal throne, 
Jesus, look with pitying eye. 

4 Soon, for me, the light of day 

Shall forever pass away ; 
Then, from sin and sorrow free, 
Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee ! 

379. 

1 Prince of Peace, control my will ; 
Bid this struggling heart be still ; 
Bid my fears and doubtings cease ; 
Hush my spirit into peace. . 

2 Thou hast bought me with thy blood. 
Opened wide the gate to God : 
Peace I ask — ^but peace must be. 
Lord, in being one with thee. 

8 May thy will, not mine, be done ; 
May thy will and mine be one ; 
Chase these doubtings from my heart ; 
Now thy perfect peace impart. 

4. Saviour ! at thy feet I fall; 
Thou my life, my God, my all ! 
Let thy happy servant be 
One forevermore with thee 1 



376. 

1 When, my Saviour, shall I be 
Perfectly resigned to thee? 
Poor and vile in mine own eyes, 
Only in thy wisdom wise ? 

2 Only thee content to know, 
Ignorant of all below ? 
Only guided by thy light. 
Only mighty in thy might ? 

3 Fully in my life express 
All the heights of holiness ? 
Sweetly let my spirit. prove 
All the depths of humble love. 

877. 

1 Gently, gently, lay the rod 
On my sinful head, O God ! 
Stay thy wrath, in mercy stay, 
Lest I sink beneath its sway. 

2 Heal me, for ray flesh is weak ; 
HeaJ me, for thy grace I seek ; 
This my only plea I make, — 
Heal me for thy mercy's sake. 

3 Who, within the silent grave, 
Shall proclaim thy power to save ? 
Lord ! my sinking soul reprieve ; 
Speak, and I shall rise and live. 

4 Lo! he comes — ^he heeds my pleaj 
Lo ! he comes — the shadows flee ; 
Glory round me dawns once more ; 
Rise, my spirit ! and adore. 
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378. 

3 Deep regret for follies past, 

Talents wasted, time misspent ; 
Hearts debased by worldly cares, 
Thankless for the blessii^ lent ; 

3 Foolish fears and fond desires. 

Vain regrets for things as vain ; 
Lips too seldom taught to praise, 
Oft to murmur and complain ; 

4 These, and every secret fault, 

Filled with grief and shame we own ; 
Humbled at thy feet we lie. 

Seeking pardon from thy throne. 

5 God of mercy ! God of grace I 

Hear our sad, repentant songs ; 
Oh, restore thy suppliant race. 
Thou to whom all praise belongs ! 

379. 

1 Does the Gospel word proclaim 

Rest for those* that weary be ? 
Then, my soul, put in thy claim — 
Sure that promise speaks to thee ! 

2 Marks of grace I cannot show, 

All polluted is ray best ; 
But I weary am, I know, 
And the weary long for rest. 

8 Burdened with a load of sin. 

Harassed with tormenting doubt. 
Hourly conflicts from within. 
Hourly crosses from without ; — 



4 All my little strength is gone, 

Sink I must without supply ; 
Sure upon the earth is none. 
Can more weary be than 1. 

5 In the ark the weary .dove 

Found a welcome resting-place ; 
Thus my spirit longs to prove 
Rest in Christ, the Ark of grace, 

6 Tempest-tossed I long have been, 

And the flood increases fast ; 
Open, Lord, and take me in. 
Till the storm be overpast ! 

380. 

1 Wait, my soul, upon the Lord, 

To his gracious promise flee, 
Laying hold upon his word, 

" As thy days thy strength shall be.* 

2 If the sorrows of thy case 

Seem peculiar still to thee, 
God has promised needful grace, 

" As thy days thy strength shall be," 

3 Days of trial, days of grief. 

In succession thou may^st see ; 
This is still thy sweet relief, 

" As thy days thy strength shall be." 

4 Rock of Ages, I 'm secure. 

With thy promise full and free ; 
Faithful, positive, and sure — 

" As thy days thy strength shall be." 
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381. 

2 Tempest-tossed, my failing bark 
Founders on the ocean dark ; 
Deep to deep around me calls, 
With the rush of waterfalls, 
While I plunge to lower caves, 
Overwhelmed by all thy waves. 

3 Once the morning's earliest light 
Brought thy mercy to my sight, 
And my wakeful song was heard 
Later than the evening bird ; ' 
Hast thou all my prayers forgot? 
Dost thou scorn, or hear them not ? 

4 Why, my soul, art thou perplexed ? 
Why with faithless troubles vexed ? 
Hope in God, whose saving name 
Thou shalt joyfully proclaim, 
When his countenance shall shine 
Through the clouds that darken thine. 

383. 

1 Onob I thought my mountain strong, 

Firmly fixed no more to move ; 
Then my Saviour was my song. 

Then ray soul was filled with love ; 
Those were happy, golden days, 
Sweetly spent in prayer and praise. 

2 Little then myself I knew. 

Little thought of Satan's power ; 
Now I feel my sins anew ; 

Now I feel the stormy hour ! 
Sin has put my joys to flight ; 
. Sin has turned my day to night. 



3 Saviour, shine and cheer my soul, 
Bid my dying hopes revive ; 

Make my wounded spirit whole, 
Far away the tempter drive ; 

Speak the word and set me free. 

Let me live alone to thee. 

383. 

1 Lord ! I look for all to thee ; 
Thou hast been a rock to me : 
Still thy wonted aid afford : 

Still be near, my shield, my sword I 

I my soul commit to thee, 

Lord I thy blood has ransomed me. 

2 Faint and sinking on my road, 
Still I cling to thee, my God I 
Bending 'neath a weight of woes, 
Harassed by a thousand foes, 
Hope still chides my rising fears 
Joys still mingle with my tears. 

3 On thy word I take my stand ; 
All my times are in thy hand : 
Make thy face upon me shine ; 
Take me 'neath thy wings divine ; 
Lord ! thy grace is all my trust ; • 
Save, oh ! save thy trembling dust 

4 Oh ! what mercies still attend 

Those who make the Lord their friendl 
Sweetly, safely shall they 'bide 
'Neath his eye, and at his side : 
Lord ! may this my station be : 
Seek it, all ye saints I with me. 



CONFLICT WITH SIN. 



OlsTTBT. 68 St 48. 
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Db. L. Masox. 




1. My faith looks up to thee. Thou Lamb of Cal -va-ry. 



Sa-viour di-vine I Now hear mo 




384. 

2 May thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart ; 

My zeal inspire ; 
As thou hast died for me, 
Oh ! may my love to thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless be — 

A living fire. 

8 While life's dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 

Be thou my Guide ; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow's tear away, 
Nor let me ever stray 

From thee aside. 

4 When ends life's transient dream, 
When death's cold sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll. 
Blest Saviour ! then in love. 
Fear and distress remove ; 
Oh ! bear me safe above, — 

A ransomed soul. 

, 389. 

1 Saviour, I look to thee, 
Be not thou far from me, 

'Mid storms that lower : 
On me thy care bestow, 
Thy loving kindness show, 
Thine arms around me throw, 

Tnis trying hour. 

2 Saviour, I look to thee, 
Feeble as infancy, 

Gird up my heart : 
Author of life and light, 
Thou hast an arm of might, 
Thine is the sovereign right. 

Thy strength impart. 



Saviour, I look to thee. 
Let me thy fullness sec. 

Save me from fear ; 
While at thy cross I kneel, 
All my backslidings heal. 
And a free pardon seal. 

My soul to cheer. 

Saviour I look to thee, 
Thine shall the glory be, 

Hearer of prayer : 
Thou art my only aid. 
On thee ray soul is stayed. 
Naught can my heart invade, 

While thou art near. 

386. 

Peace, peace, I leave with you, 
My peace I give to you. 

Trust to my care ! 
Thus the Redeemer said. 
And bowed his sacred head. 
Lone in the garden shade, 

Wrestling in prayer. 

Peace, peace, I leave with you. 
My peace I give to you, 

Perfect and pure ; 
Not as the world doth give, 
Words that the soul deceive ; 
Ye who in me believe 

Shall rest secure. 

Peace, peace, I leave with you, 
My peace I give to you, 

Though foes invade ; 
All power is given to me, 
I will your refuge he, 
Now and eternally, 

Be not dismayed ! 
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False to thee, like Pe - ter, I "Would fain like Pe - ter weep I 
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387. 

1 Jesus, let thy pitying eye 

Call back a wandering sheep ; 
False to thee, like Peter, I 

Would fain like Peter weep ! 
Let ine be by grace restored, 

On me be all long-suffering shown, 
Turn, and look upon me. Lord I 

And break my heart of stone. 

2 Saviour, Prince, enthroned above. 

Repentance to impart, 
Give me, through thy dying love, 

The humble, contrite heart : 
Give what I have long implored, 

A portion of thy grief unknown ; 
Turn, and look upon me. Lord I 

And break my heait of stone. 

3 For thine own compassion's sake, 

The gracious wonder show ; 
Cast my sins behind thy back. 

And wash me white as snow : 
If thy mercies now are stirred, 

If now I do myself bemoan. 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord ! 

And break my heart of stone. 



1 Vain, delusive world, adieu. 

With all of creature good ! 
Only Jesus I pursue, 

Who boi^ht me with his blood : 
All thy pleasures I forego ; 

I trample on thy wealth and pride; 
Only Jesus will I know, 

And Jesus crucified. 

2 Other knowledge I disdain ; 

'T is all but vanity : 
Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain,— 

He tasted death for me. 
Me to save from endless woe 

The sin-atoning Victim died : 
Only Jesus will I know, 

And Jesus crucified. 

3 Him to know is life and peace. 

And pleasure without end ; 
This is all my happiness, 

On Jesus to depend ; 
Daily in his grace ta grow. 

And ever in his fai^ abide ; 
Only Jesus will I know. 

And Jesus crucified. 



CONFLICT WITH SIN. 



Ids 



OERHARDT. ?■ & 6s. 



J. P. HOLBBOOK. 




1. O sacred Head, now wounded, With grief and sbame weighed down, l^ow scorn-ful-lj sur 




bliss till now was thine ! Yet, tho' de-spised and go - rj, I joy to call thee mine. 




389. 

2 How art thou pale with anguish, 

With sore abuse and scorn ! 
How does that visage languish, 

Which once was bright as mom ! 
Thy grief, and thy compassion, 

Were all for sinnera' gain ; 
Mine, mine was the transgression, 

But thine the deadly pain. 

3 What language shall I borrow. 

To praise thee, heavenly Friend : 
For this, thy dying sorrow, 

Thy pity without end \ 
Lord, make me thine forever, 

Nor let me faithless prove : 
Oh ! let me never, never, 

Abuse such dying love. 

4 Forbid that I should leave thee ; 

O Jesus, leave not me ; 
By faith I would receive thee ; 

Thy blood can make me free : 
When strength and comfort languish, 

And I must hence depart : 
Release me then from anguish. 

By thine own wounded heart. 



5 Be near when I am dying, 

Oh ! show thy cross to me ! 
And for my succor flying, 

Come, Lord, to set me free : 
These eyes new fiaith receiving, 

From Jesus shall not move ; 
For he who dies believing, 

Dies safely — through 9iy love. 

390. 

1 When human hopes all wither. 

And friends no aid supply. 
Then whither. Lord, ah I whither 

Can turn my straining eye ? 
'Mid storms of grief still rougher, 

'Midst darker, deadlier shade, 
That cross where thou didst suffer, 

On Calvary was displayed. 

2 On that my gaze I fasten. 

My refuge that I make ; 
Though sorely thou may'st chasten. 

Thou never canst forsake : 
Thou, on that cross didst languish, 

Ere glory crowned thy head I 
And I, through death, and anguish, 

Must be to glory led. 
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1. Chil - dren of the heaven-ly King, As ye jour-ney, sweet -ly sing; 
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Sing your Sa - viour*8 wor - thy praise, Glo - rious in his works and ways. 



391. 

1 Childekn of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 

2 Ye are traveling home to God, 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now — and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest ; 
You on Jesus' throne shall rest : 
There your seat is now prepared — 
There your kingdom and reward. 

4 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand 
On the borders of your land ; 
Jesus Christ, your Father's Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 

5 Lord ! submissive make us go. 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we still will follow thee. 

393. 

1 To thy pastures fair and large, 
Heavenly Shepherd, lead thy charge. 
And my couch, with tenderest care, 
'Mid the springing grass prepare. 

2 When I faint with summer's heat. 
Thou shalt guide my weary feet, 
To the streams that, still and slow, 
Through the verdant meadows flow. 





^^ 



3 Safe the dreary vale I tread. 

By the shades of death o'erspread, 
With thy rod and stafl;* supplied, 
This my guard, — and that my guide, 

4 Constant to my latest end. 
Thou ray footsteps shalt attend ; 
And shalt bid thy hallowed dome 
Yield me an eternal home. 

393. 

1 Faint not. Christian ! though the road, 
Leading to thy blest abode. 
Darksome be, and dangerous too, 
Christ thy Guide will bring thee through. 

2 Faint not. Christian ! though in rage 
Satan would thy soul engage, « 
Gird on faith's anointed shield, 
Bear it to the battle-field. 

3 Faint not, Christian ! though the world 
Has its hostile flag unfurled ; 

Hold the cross of Jesus fast. 
Thou shait overcome at last. 

4 Faint not. Christian ! though within, 
There 's a heart so prone to sin ; 
Christ the Lord is over all. 

He '11 not suffer thee to fall. 

5 Faint not. Christian ! look on high. 
See the harpers in the sky ; 
Patient wait, and thou wilt join- 
Chant with them of love divine. 



ENCOURAGEMENTS. 



WZLIaZS. 78. 
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E. Stobrs Willis. 




1. Now be - gin the heayenly theme, Sing a - loud in Je - bub' name I Ye, who his &al 




- va-tion prove, Triumph in re - deem - ing love, 



Tri-umph in re - deeming love. 




394. 

1 Now begin the heavenly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jesus' name ! 

Ye, who his salvation prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 

2 Ye who see the Father's grace 
Beaming in the Saviour's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move. 
Praise and bless redeeming love. 

3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears ; 
Banish all your guilty fears ; 

See your guilt and curse remove. 
Canceled by redeeming love. 

4 Hither, then, your tribute bring, 
Strike aloud each joyful string; 
Saints below, and saints above. 
Join to praise redeeming love. 

399. 

1 Hark ! my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
'T is thy Saviour — hear his word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 
"Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me ? 

2 " I delivered thee when bound, 

And when bleeding, healed thy wound : 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

3 " Can a woman's tender care 
Cease tow4rd the child she bare ? 
Yes, she may forgetful be. 

Yet will I remember thee. 



4 " Mine is an unchanging love. 
Higher than the heights above ; 
Deeper than the depths beneath — 
Free and faithful — strong as death. 

5 "Thou shalt see my glory soon. 
When the work of grace is done ; 
Partner of my throne shalt be ! 
Say, poor sinner ! lovest thou me ?" 

6 Lord ! it is my chief complaint. 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love thee, and adore ; — 
Oh ! for grace to love thee more. 

396. 

1 Much in sorrow, oft in woe. 
Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
Fight the fight ; and worn with strife, 
Steep with tears the bread of life. 

2 Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
Join the war, and face the foe ; 
Faint not : much doth yet remain ; 
Dreary is the long campaign. 

3 Shrink not. Christians — will ye yield ? 
Will ye quit the battle-field ? 

Fight till all the conflict 's o'er. 
Nor your foes shall rally more. 

3 But when loud the trumpet blown, 
Speaks their forces overthrown, 
Christ, your Captain, shall bestow 
Crowns to grace the conqueror's brow. 
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1. Stand up, mj Boul, shake off thy fears. And gird the goa - pel ar - mor on I 
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March to the gates of end-less joy. Where Je - bus, thy great Cap - tain 's gone. 




397. 

1 Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears, 
And gird the gospel armor on ; 
March to the gates of endless joy, 
Where Jesus, thy great Captain 's gone. 

2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course ; 
But hell and sin are Vanquished foes ; 
Thy Saviour nailed them to the cross, 
And sung the triumph when he rose. 

3 Then let my soul march boldly on, — 
Press forward to the heavenly gate ; 
There peace and joy eternal reign, 
And glittering robes for conquerors wait. 

4 Til ere shall I wear a starry crown. 
And triumph in almighty grace. 
While all the armies of the skies 
Join in my glorious Leader's praise. 

398. 

1 A WAKE, our souls ! away, our fears ! 
Let every trembling thought be gone ; 
Awake, and run the heavenly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on I 

2 True, 't is a strait and thorny road, 
And mortal spirits tire and faint ; 
But they forget the mighty God, 

Who feeds the strength of every saint — 

3 The mighty God, whose matchless power 
Is ever new and ever young, 

And firm endures, while endless years 
Their everlasting circles run. 



4 From thee, the overflowing spring, 
Our souls shall drink a fresh supply ; 
While such as trust their native strength^ 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air. 
We Ml mount aloft to thine abode ; 
On wings of love our souls shall fly, 
Not tire amid the heavenly road ! 

399. 

1 Awake, my soul ! lift up thine eyes ; 
See where thy foes against thee rise, 
In long array, a numerous host ; 
Awake, my soul ! or thou art lost 

2 See where rebellious passions rage, 
And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 
The meanest foe of all the train 

Has thousands and ten thousands slain. 

3 Thou treadest on enchanted ground ; 
Perils and snares beset thee round ; 
Beware of all, guard every part — 
But most the traitor in thy heart. 

4 The terror and the charm repel, 

And powers of earth, and powers of hell; 
The Man of Calvary triumphed here: 
Why should his faithful followers fear ? 

6 Come then, my soul ! now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortaf shield ; 
Put on the armor, from above. 

Of heavenly truth, and heavenly love. 



ENGOUBAGEMENXa 



CHRISTMAa C.B£ 




1. A-wake, my soul I stretch ev-iiy neire, And press with vigor on : 

J. 



A heaven-ly 




race demands thy zeal, A bright im-mor-tal crown, A bright im- mor-tal crown. 




400. 

2 A cloud of witnesses aroand 

Hold thee in full survey : 
Forget the steps already trod, 
And onward urge thy way. 

3 'T is God's all-animating voice, 

That calls thee from on high ; 
'T is his own band presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye, — 

4 That prize with peerless glories bright, 

Which shall new lustre boast, 
When victor's wreaths and monarch's 
gems 
Shall blend in common dust 

6 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee. 
Have I my race begun ; 
And, crowned with victory, at thy feet 
I '11 lay my honors down. 

401. 

1 Am I a soldier of the cross, 

A follower of the Lamb ? 
And shall I fear to own his cause, 
Or blush to speak his name 1 

2 Must I be carried to the skies 

On flowery beds of ease ? 
While others fought to win the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas ? 

3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 

Must I not stem the flood ? 
Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God ? 



4 Sure I must fight^ if I would reign ; 

Increase my courage, Lord ! 
I '11 bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by thy word. 

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war, 

Shall conquer, though they die ; 
They view the triumph from afar. 
And seize it with their eye. 

6 When that illustrious day shall rise, 

And all thy armies shine 
In robes of victory through the skies, 
The glory shall be thine. 

403. 

1 I 'm not ashamed to own my Lord, 

Or to defend his cause ; 
Maintain the honor of his word. 
The glory of his cross. 

2 Jesus, my God ! — I know his name — 

His name is all my trust ; 
Nor will he put my soul to shame, 
Nor let my hope be lost. 

3 Firm as his throne his promise stands. 

And he can well secure 
What I 've committed to his hands, 
Till the decisive hour. 

4 Then will he own my worthless name 

Before his Father's face, 
And in the New Jerusalem 
Appoint my soul a place. 
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1. A - maz - iDg graco ! bow Bweet the sound That sayed a wretch like me I 





I once was lost, but now am found, — Was blind, but now I 



see. 




403. 

\ Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound 
That saved a wretch like me ! 
I once was lost, but now am found — 
Was blind, but now I see. 

2 'T was grace that taught my heart to fear. 

And grace my fears relieved ; 
How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I first believed ! 

3 Through many dangers, toils, and snares, 

I have already come ; 
'T is grace hath brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 

4 Yea — when this flesh and heart shall fail, 

And mortal life shall cease, 
I shall possess, within the vail, 
A life of joy and peace. 

5 The earth shall soon dissolve like snow. 

The sun forbear to shine ; 
But God, who called me hero below, 
Will be forever mine. 

404. 

1 Whence do our mournful thoughts arise, 

And where 's our courage fled ? 
Has restless sin, or raging hell, 
Struck all our comforts dead ? 

2 Have we forgot th' almighty Name 

That formed the earth and seal 
And can an all-creating arm 
Grow weary or decay \ 



3 Treasures of everlasting might 

In our Jehovah dwell ; 
He gives the conquest to the weak. 
And treads their foes to hell. 

4 Mere mortal power shall fade and die, 

And youthful vigor cease ; 
But we who wait upon the Lord 
Shall feel our strength increase, 

5 The saints shall mount on eagles' 'wingsb 

And taste the promised bliss, 
Till their unwearied feet arrive 
Where perfect pleasure is. 



40ff. 

1 How can I sink with such a prop 

As my eternal God, 
Who bears the earth's huge pillars up 
And spreads the heavens abroad ? 

2 How can I die while Jesus liveS) 

Who rose and left the dead ? 
Fardbn and grace my soul receives 
Fi*om my exalted Head. 

3 All that I am, and all I have. 

Shall be forever thine ; 
Whate'er my duty bids me give, 
My cheerful hands resign. 

4 Yet, if I might make some reservcj 

And duty did not call, 
1 love my God with zeal so great, 
That I should give him all. 



ENCOURAGEMENTS. 

Monirr auburn, c. m. 
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In strength and weak - ness, joy and woe, To God*s high call - mg true I — 




40ft. 

2 Why move ye thus, with lingering tread, 

A doubting mournful band ? 
Why faintly hangs the drooping bead ? 
Why fails the feeble hand ? 

3 Oh ! weak to know a Saviour's power, 

To ffeel a father's care ; 
A moment's toil, a passing shower, 
Is all the grief ye share. 

4 The orb of light, though clouds awhile 

May hide his noon-tide ray. 
Shall soon in lovelier beauty smile 
To gild the closing day, — 

5 And, bursting through the dusky shroud 

That dared his power invest, 
Ride throned in light o'er every cloud. 
Triumphant to his rest. 

6 Then, Christian, dry the falling tear. 

The faithless doubt remove ; 
Redeemed at last from guilt and fear. 
Oh ! wake thy heart to love. 

407. 

1 Ye trembling souls ! dismiss your fears, 

Be mercy all your theme ; — 
Mercy, — which, like a river, flows, 
In one perpetual stream. 

2 Fear not the powers of earth and hell ; — 

Those powers will God restrain ; 
His arm shall all their rage repel. 
And make their efforts vain. 



3 Fear not the want of outward good ; 

For his he will provide. 
Grant them supplies of daily food, 
And all they need beside. 

4 Fear not that he will e'er forsake. 

Or leave his work undone ; 
He 's faithful to his promises, 
And faithful to his Son. 

6 Fear not the terrors of the grave. 
Nor death's tremendous sting ; 
He will, from endless wrath, preserve- 
To endless glory bring, 

408. 

1 When I can read my title clear 

To mansions in the skies, 
I bid farewell to every fear. 
And wipe ray weeping eyes. 

2 Should earth against my soul engage, 

And fiery darts be hurled. 
Then I can smile at Satan's rage, 
And face a frowning world. 

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come, 

And storms of sorrow fell ; 
May I but safely reach my home. 
My Grod, my heaven, my all ! 

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul 

In seas of heavenly rest ; 

And not a wave of trouble roll 

Across my peaceful breast. 
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409. 

2 Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home, 
And nearer to our house above 
We every moment come. 

3 His grace will to the end 

Stronger and brighter shine, 
Nor present things, nor things to come, 
Shall (Juench the spark divine. 

4 When we in darkness walk, 

Nor feel the heavenly flame, 
Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon his name. 

5 Soon shall our doubts and fears 

Subside at his control ; 
His loving-kindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul. 

6 Blest is the man, O God, 

That stays himself on thee ! 
Who waits for thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall thy salvation sec. 

410. 

1 Give to the winds thy fears, 

Hope, and be undismayed ; 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears, 
God shall lift up thy head. 

2 Through waves, and clouds, and storms. 

He gently clears the way ; 
Wait thou his time ; so shall this night 
Soon end in joyous day. . 



3 Still heavy is thy heart ? 

Still sink thy spirits down ? 
Cast off the weight, let fear depart, 
And every care be gone. 

4 What though thou rulest not ? 

Yet heaven, and earth, and hell 
Proclaim God sitteth on the throne, 
And ruleth all things well. 

5 Leave to his sovereign sway. 

To choose and to command ; 
So shalt thou, wondering, own his waj 
How wise, how good his hand 1 



411. 

1 The sun himself shall fade, 

The starry worlds shall fall ; 
Yet through a vast eternity. 
Shall God bCall in all. 

2 Though now his ways are dark, 

Concealed from mortal sight. 
His counsels are divinely wise, 
And all his judgments right. 

3 In God my trust shall stand, 

While waves of sorrow roll ; 
In life or death his name shall be 
The refuge of my soul, 

4 Cease, cease my tears to flow. 

Cease, cease my heart to moan ; 
Betide what may to me, I '11 say, 
His holy will be done ! 



ENCOURAGEMENTS. 
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419. 

2 He leads me to the place, 

Where heavenly pasture grows, 
Where living waters gently pass, 
And full salvation nows. 

3 If e'er I go astray, 

He dodi my soul reclaim ; 
And guides me in his own right way, 
For his most holy name. 

4 While he affords his aid, 

I cannot yield to fear ; 
Tho' I should walk thro' death's dark 
shade, 
My Shepherd's with me there. 

5 * In spite of all my foes. 

Thou dost my table spread ; 
My cup with blessings overflows. 
And joy exalts my head. 

6 The bounties of thy love 

Shall crown my future days ; 

Nor from thy house will I remove, 

Nor cease to speak thy praise. 

413. 

1 Thb harvest dawn is near. 

The year delays not long ; 
And he who sows with many a tear, 
Shall reap with many a song. 

2 Sad to his toil he goes, 

His seed with weeping leaves ; 
But he shall come, at twilight^s close. 
And bring his golden sheaves. 



414. 

How gentle God's commands ! 

How kind his precepts are ! 
Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 

And trust his constant care. 

Beneath his watchful eye 

His saints securely dwell ; 
That hand which bears all nature up, 

Shall guard his children well. 

Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind ? 

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne, 
And sweet refreshment find. 

His goodness stands approved, 
Unchanged from day to day : 

I '11 drop my burden at his feet. 
And bear a song away. 

41 ff. 

I STAND on Zion's mount, 
And view my starry crown ; 

No power on earth my hope can shake, 
Nor hell can thrust me down. 

The lofty hills and towers, 
That lift their heads on high. 

Shall all be leveled low in dust — 
Their very names shall die. 

The vaulted heavens shall fall, 

Built by Jehovah's hands ; 
But firmer than the heavens, the Bock 

Of my salvation stands ! 
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416. 

* Breathe, oh, breathe thy loving spirit 

Into every troubled breast ! 
Let us all in thee inherit, 

Let us find, thy promised rest : 
Come, Almighty to deliver, 

Let us all thy life receive I 
Speedily return, and never, 

Never more thy temples leave ! 

3 Finish then thy new creation, 

Pure, unspotted may we be : 
Let us see our whole salvation 

Perfectly secured by thee 1 
Changed from glory into glory. 

Till in heaven we take our place ; 
Till we cast our crowns befor^ thee, 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

417. 

1 Know, my soul ! thy full salvation ; 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find, in every station, 

Something still to do or bear : 
Think what Spirit dwells within thee ; 

Think what Father's smiles are thine ; 
Think that Jesus died to win thee : 

Child of heaven, canst thou repine ? 



2 Uaste thee on from grace to glory, 

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer ! 
Heaven's eternal day 's before thee, 

God's own hand shall guide thee there : 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission. 

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days, 
Hope shall change to glad fruition. 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise, 

418. 

1 Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken : 

O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afiiicted, broken, 

Fair abodes I build for you ; 
Scenes of heartfelt tribulation 

Shall no more perplex your ways ; 
You shall name your walls " Salvation," 

And your gates shall all be ^^ Praise." 

2 Ye no more your suns descending, 

Waning moons no more shall see ; 
But your griefe forever ending. 

Find eternal noon in me : 
God shall rise, and, shining o'er you, 

Change to day the gloom of night; 
He, the Lord, shall be your Glory, 

God your everlasting Light 
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419. 

1 Onward, Christian, though the region 

Where thou art be drear and lone ; 
God has set a guardian legion 
Very near thee ; press thou on. 

2 Listen, Christian ; their hosanna 

Rolleth o'er thee : " God is love." 
Write upon thy red -cross banner, 
" Upward ever ; heaven's above," 

3 By the thorn-road, and none other. 

Is the mount of vision won ; 
Tread it without shrinking, brother ; 
Jesus trod it ; press thou on. 

4 Be this world the "wiser, stronger. 

For thy life of pain and peace ; 
While it needs thee, oh ! no longer 
Pray thou for thy quick release. 

5 Pray thou, Christian, daily rather. 

That thou be a faithful son ; 
By the prayer of Jesus, " Father, 
Not My will, but Thine, be done." 

490. 

1 Always with us, always with us — 

Words of cheer and words of love ; 
Thus the risen Saviour whispers, 
.From bis dwelling-place above. 

2 With us when we toil in sadness, 

Sowing much and reaping none, 
Telling us that in the future 
Golden harvests shall be won. 
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Vo - ry near thee ; press thou on. 
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3 With us when the storm is sweeping 

O'er our pathway dark 'and drear, 
Waking hope within our bosoms. 
Stilling every anxious fear. 

4 With us in the lonely valley, 

When we cross the chilling stream. 
Lighting up the steps to glory 
With salvation's radiant beam. 

431. 

1 Call Jehovah thy salvation, 

Rest beneath th' Almighty's shade ; 
In his secret habitation 

Dwell, and never be dismayed ! 

2 There no tumult can alarm thee. 

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare ; 
Guile nor violence can harm thee, 
In eternal safeguard there. 

3 Thee, tho' winds and waves are swelling, 

God, thy Hope, shall bear through all ; 
Plague shall not come nigh thy dwelling, 
Thee no evil shall befi^l. 

4 He shall charge his angel legions 

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep. 

Though thou walk through hostile regions, 

Though in desert wilds thou sleep. 

5 Since, with firm and pure affection. 

Thou on God hast set thy love, 
With the wings of his protection 
He shall shield thee from above. 
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433. 

2 " Fear not, I am with thee, oh, be not dismayed, 
For I am thy God, I will still give thee aid : 
I '11 strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee 

to stand, 
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand. 

8 " When thro' the deep waters I call thee to go. 
The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow ; 
For I will be with thee thy trials to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

4 " When thro* fiery trials thy pathway shall lie. 
My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply. 
The flame shall not hurt thee ; I ouly design 
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 

5 ** Ev'n down to old age all my people shall prove 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 
And then, when gray hairs shall their temples 

adorn, 
like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne. 

6 "The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
I will not — ^I will not desert to his foes ; 



k 1 



That soul — though ail hell should endeavor to 

shake, 
I *11 never — ^no never — ^no never forsake I" 



433. 

1 The Lord is my shepherd, no want shall I know, 
I feed in green pastures, safe-folded I rest ; 
He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow, 
Restores me when wandering, redeems when 

oppressed. 

2 Thro' the valley and shadow of death, tho' I stray. 
Since thou art my guardian, no evil I fear ; 
Thy rod shall defend me, thy staflf be my stay ; 
No harm can befall, with my comforter near. 

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread ; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er; 
With perfume and oil thou anointest my head ; 
Oh I what shall I ask of thy providence more? 

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God 1 
Still follow my steps till I meet thee above ,* 

I seek — ^by the path which my forefathers trod, 
Thro' the land of their aojoum — thy kingdou 
of love. 
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494. 

ZiOK, afflicted with wave upon wave I 
Whom no man can comfort^ whom no man can 

save; 
With darkness sarrounded, by terrors dismayed, 
In toiling and rowing, tby strength is decayed. 



2 Loud roaring, the billows now nigh overwhelm, 
BiA skillful 's the Pilot who sits at the helm ; 
His wisdom conducts thee, his power defends ; 
In safety and quiet thy warfare he ends. 

3 " O fearf\il I faithless I" in mercy he cries ; 

** My promise, my truth, are tbey light in thine 

eyes? 
Still, still I am with thee, my promise shall stand ; 
Thro' tempest and tossing I *11 bring thee to land. 



" Forget thee I will not — ^I cannot ; thy name, 
Engpraved on my heart doth forever remain ; 
The palms of my hands while I look on, I see 
The wounds that I suffered, when dying for thee. 



5 " Then trust me, and fear not I thy life is secure, 
My wisdom is perfect, supreme is my power; 
In love I correct thee, thy soul to refine. 
To make thee at length in my likeness to shine." 



43ff. 

1 Tho* feint, yet pursuing, we go on our way ; 
The Lord is our Leader, his word is our stay ; 
Tho' suffering, and sorrow, and trial be near, 
The Lord is our refuge, and whom can we fear ? 



2 He raiseth the fallen, he cheereth the faint ; 
The weak, and oppressed — ^he will hear their 

complaint ; 
The way may be weary, and thorny the road. 
But how can we falter ? our help is in Grod I 



3 And to his green pastures our footsteps he 

leads ; 
His flack in the desert how kindly he feeds I 
The lambs in his bosom he tenderly bears. 
And brings back the wanderers all safe from the 

8nare& 



4 Tho' clouds may surround us, our God is our 

light; 
Tho' storms rage around us, our Gk>d is our 

might ; 
So &int, yet pursuing, still onward we come ; 
The Lord is our Leader, and heaven is our 

homel 



496. 

BTES that are weary, and hearts that are sore I 
Look off unto Jesus, now sorrow no more I 
The light of his countenance shineth so bright^ 
That here, as in heaven, there need be no night 



2 While looking to Jesus, my heart cannot fear ; 
I tremble no more when I see Jesus neai* ; 
I know that his presence my safeguard will be^ 
For, " Why are ye troubled ?" he saith unto me. 



Still looking to Jesus, oh, itaay I be found, 
When Jordan's dark waters encompass me 

round: 
They bear me away in his presence to be : 
I see him still nearer whom always I see. 



4 Then, then shall I know the full beauty and 

grace 
Of Jesus, my Lord, when I stand face to f%ce ; 
Shall know how his love went before me each 

day, 
And wonder that ever my eyes turned away. 



497. 

I OKOE was a stranger to grace and to God ; 
I knew not my danger, and felt not my load ; 
Tho' friends spoke in rapture of Christ on tho 

tree, 
Jehovah, my Saviour, seemed nothing to me. 



2 When free grace awoke me by light from on 
high. 
Then legal fears shook me ; I trembled to diet 
No refuge, no safety, in self could I see : 
Jehovah, thou only my Saviour must be I 



3 My terrors all vanished before his sweet name ; 
My guilty fears banished, with boldness I came 
To drink at the fountain, so copious and ftee : 
Jehovah, my Saviour, is all things to me. 



4 Jehovah, the Lord, is my treasure and boast ; 
Jehovah my Saviour, I ne'er can be lost : 
In thee I shall conquer, by flood and by field, 
Jehovah my anchor, Jehovah my shield I 



5 Ev'n treading the valley, the shadow of death, 
This watchword shall nitf my faltering breath ; 
For, while fh)m lUfe 's fever my God sets me fbeci 
Jehovah, my Saviour, my dealh-song shall be 1 
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498. 

1 Oh that I could forever dwell, 
Delighted at the Saviour's feet ; 
Behold the form I love so well, 
And all his tender words repeat ! 

2 The world shut out from all ray soul. 
And heaven brought in with all its bliss, — 
Oh I is there aught, from pole to pole. 
One moment to compare with this ? 

3 This is the hidden life I prize — 
A life of penitential love ; 
When most my follies I despise. 

And raise my highest thoughts above ; 

4 When all I am I clearly see, 

And freely own with deepest shame ; 
When the Redeemer's love to me 
Kindles within a deathless flame. 

5 Thus would I live till nature fail, 
And all my former sins forsake ; 
Then rise to God within the vail, 
And of eternal joys partake. 

439. 

1 Sun of ray soul ! thou Saviour dear. 
It is not niffht if thou be near : 
Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise 
To hide thee from thy servant's eyes I 

2 When soft the dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep. 

Be my last thought, — how sweet to rest 
Forever on my Saviour's breast ! 



8 Abide with me from morn till eve, 
For without thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh. 
For without thee I dare not die. 

4 Be near to bless me when I wake. 
Ere through the world my way I take ; 
Abide with me till in thy love 
I lose myself in heaven above. 

430. 

1 Oh, sweetly breathe the lyres above, 
When angels touch the quivering string, 
And wake, to chant Imraanuel's love. 
Such strains as angel-lips can sing ! 

2 And sweet, on earth, the choral swell, 
From mortal tongues, of gladsome lays; 
When pardoned souls their raptures tell, 
And, grateful, hymn Imraanuel's praise. 

3 Jesus, thy narae our souls adorQ ; 

We own the bond that makes us thine ; 
And carnal joys, that charmed before, 
For thy dear sake we now resign. 

4 Our hearts, by dying love subdued, 
Accept thine offered grace to-day : 
Beneath the cross, witli blood bedewed. 
We bow, and give ourselves away. 

5 In thee we trust,^-on thee rely ; 
Though we are feeble, thou art strong; 
Oh, keep us till our spirits fly 

To join the bnght, imraoital throng I 
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431. 

2 Doth sickness fill the heart with fear ? 
'T is sweet to know that thou art near ; 
Am I with dread of justice tried ? 

'T is sweet to feel that Christ hath died. 

3 In life, thy promises of aid 
Forbid mv heart to be afraid ; 

In death, peace gently vails the eyes ; 
Christ rose, and I shall surely rise. 

4 all-sufficient Saviour ! be 
This all-sufliciency to me; 

Nor pain, nor sin, nor death can harm 
The weakest, shielded by thine arm. 

439. 

1 Jesus ! and shall it ever be, 

A mortal man ashamed of thee ? 
Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise, 
Whose glories shine through endless days? 

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star ; 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ! 
No ; when I blush — be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I may. 
When I 've no guilt to wash away ; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 



5 Till then — nor is my boasting vain — 
Till then I boast a Saviour slain ! 
And oh, may this my glory be, 
That Christ is not ashamed of me ! 



1 Light of the soul ! O Saviour blest ! 
Soon as thy presence fills the breast, 
Darkness and guilt are put to flight, 
And all is sweetness and delight. 

2 Son of the Father ! Lord most high ! 
How glad is he who feels thee nigh ! 
Come in thy hidden majesty ; 

Fill us with love, fill us with thee. 

3 Jesus is from the proud concealed, 
But evermore to babes revealed, 
Through him, unto the Father be 
Glory and praise eternally. 

434. 

1 None loves me, Saviour, with thy love. 
None else can meet such needs as mine ; 
Oh, grant me, as thou shalt approve, 
All that befits a child of thine ! 

2 Give me a faith shall never fail. 
One that shall always work by love ; 
And then, whatever foes assail. 
They shall but higher courage move. 

3 A heart that, when my days are glad, 
May never from thy way decline, 

A heart that loves to trust in thee, 
A patient heart, create in nie ! 
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On thee, when waves of trouble roll, My faint -ing heart re- lies. 




43S. 

2 To thee I tell each rising grief, 

For thou alone canst heal ; 
Thy word can bring a sweet relief 
For every pain I feel. 

3 But oh ! when gloomy doubts prevail, 

I fear to call thee mine ; 
The springs of comfort seem to feil, 
And all my hopes decline. 

4 Yet, gracious God, where shall I flee ? 

liiou art my only trust : 
And still my soul would cleave to thee. 
Though prostrate in the dust, 

5 Thy mercy-seat is open still, 

Here let my soul retreat. 
With humble hope attend thy will. 
And wait beneath thy feet 

436. 

1 Spbak to me, Lord, thyself reveal. 

While here on earth I rove ; 
Speak to my heart, and let me feel 
The kindling of thy love. 

2 With thee conversing, I forget 

All time and toil and care ; 

Labor is rest, and pain is sweet, 

If thou, my God, art here. 

8 Here then, my God, be pleased to stay, 
And make my heart rejoice ; 
My bounding heart shall own thy sway, 
And echo to thy voice. 



4 Thou callest me to seek thy face ; 
Thy face, O God, I seek, — 
Attend the whispers of thy grace, 
And hear thee inly speak. 

6 Let this my every hour employ, 
Till I thy glory see. 
Enter into my Master's joy, 
And find my heaven in thee. 

437 

1 Dearest of all the names above, 

My Jesus and my God, 
Who can resist thy heavenly love, 
Or trifle with thy blood ? 

2 'T is by the merits of thy death 

Thy Father smiles again ; 
T is by thine interceding breath 
The Spirit dwells with men. 

3 Till God in human flesh I see, 

My thoughts no comfort find : 
The holy, just, and sacred Three 
Are terror to my mind. 

4 But if ImmanuePs face appear, 

My hope, my joy, begin : 
His name forbids my slavish fear ; 
His grace removes my sin. 

5 While Jews on their own law rely, 

And Greeks of wisdom boast, 
I love th' incarnate Mystery, 
And there I fix my trust. 
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438. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 

And calms the troubled breast ; 
'T is manna to the hungry soul. 
And to the weary, rest 

3 Jesus ! my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend, 

My Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring ! 

4 Weak is the effort of my heart. 

And cold my warmest thought ; 
But when I see thee as thou art, 
I '11 praise thee as I ought. 

6 Till then, I would thy love proclaim, 
With every fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of thy name 
Refresh my soul in death. - 

439. 

1 Jesus ! I love thy charming name, 

'T is music to mine ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud, 
That earth and heaven should hear. 

2 Yes ! — thou art precious to my soul, 

My transport and my trust ; 
Jewels, to thee, are gaudy toys, 
And gold is sordia dust. 

8 All my capacious powers can wish, 
In thee doth richly meet ; 
Not to mine eyes is light so dear, 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 






4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 

And sheds its fragrance there ; — 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 

5 I '11 speak the honors of thy name, 

With my last laboring breath ; 
Then, speechless, clasp thee in mine arms. 
The antidote of death. 



440. 

1 Jesus, the very thought of thee, 

With sweetness fills my breast : 
But sweeter far thy face to see. 
And in thy presence rest. 

2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 

Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than thy blest name, 
O Saviour of mankind ! 

3 O Hope of every contrite heart I 

O Joy of all the meek ! 
To those who fall, how kind thou art I 
How good to those who seek ! 

4 But what to those who find f Ah 1 this, 

Nor tongue nor pen can show, 
The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but his loved ones know, 

5 Jesus, our only joy be thou, 

As thou our prize wilt be ; 
Jesus, be thou our glory now, 
And through eternity. 
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441. 

1 Go, tune thy voice to sacred song, 

Exert thy noblest powers, 
Go, mingle with the choral throng, 
The Saviour's praises to prolong, 

Amid life's fleeting hours. 

2' Oh I hast thou felt a Saviour's love, 
That flame of heavenly birth ? 
Then let thy strains melodious prove, 
With raptures soaring far above 
The trifling toys of earth. 

3 Hast found the pearl of price unknown, 

That cost a Saviour's blood ? 
Heir of a bright celestial crown, 
That sparkles near the eternal throne. 

Oh, sing the praise of God ! 

4 Sing of the Lamb that once was slain 

That man might be forgiven ; 
Sing how he broke death's bars in twain 
Ascending high in bliss to reign. 

The God of earth and heaven 1 

443. 

1 WouLDST thou eternal life obtain ! 

Now to the cross repair ; 
There stand and gaze and weep and pray. 
Where Jesus breathes his life awav : 

Eternal life is there ! 

2 Go — ^'tis the Son of God expires ! 

Approach the shameful tree ; 
See quivering there the mortal dart^ 
In the Redeemer's loving heart, 

sinful soul, for thee I 



3 Go — there from every streaming wound 

Flows rich atoning blood : 
That blood can cleanse thy deepest stain, 
Bid frowning justice smile again, 

And seal thy peace with God. 

4 Go— at that cross thy heart subdued, 

With thankful love shall glow ; 
By wondrous grace thy soul set free, 
Eternal life from Christ to thee 

A vital stream shall flow ! 

443. 

1 O Saviour, lend a listening ear. 

And answer my request ! 
Forgive, and wipe the falling tear, 
Now with thy love my spirit cheer, 

And set my heart at rest. 

2 I mourn the hidings of thy face ; 

The absence of that smile. 
Which led me to a throne of grace, 
And gave my soul a resting-place. 

From earthly care and toil. 

3 'T is sin that separates from thee 

This poor benighted soul ; 
My folly and my guilt I see. 
And now upon the bended knee, 

I yield to thy control. 

4 Up to the place of thine abode 

I lift my waiting eye ; 
To thee, O holy Lamb of God ! 
Whose blood for me so freely flowed, 

I raise my ardent cry. 
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444. 

2 Do not I love thee from my soul ? 

Then let me nothing love : 

Dead be my heart to every joy 

When Jesus cannot move. 

3 Is not thy name melodious still 

To mine attentive ear ? 
Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound, 
My Saviour's voice to bear? 

i Hast thou a lamb in all tby flock 
I would disdain to feed ? 
Hast thou a foe before whose face 
I fear thy cause to plead ? 

6 Would not ray heart pour forth its blood 
In honor of thy name? 
And challenge the cold hand of death 
To damp th' immortal flame ? 

6 Thou know'st I love thee, dearest Lord ; 
But oh ! I long to soar 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 
And learn to love thee more. 

44S. 

1 Oh, see how Jesus trusts himself 

Unto our childish love ! 
As though by his free ways with us 
Our earnestness to prove. 

2 His sacred name a common word 

On earth he loves to hear ; 
There is no majesty in him 

Which love may not come near. 



3 The light of love is round his feet, 

His paths are never dim ; 
And he comes nigh to us when we 
Dare not come nigh to him. 

4 Let us be simple with him, then, 

Not backward, stiff, nor cold, 
As though our Bethlehem could be 
What Sinai was of old. 

446. 

1 Jesus ! thou art the sinner's Friend ; 

As such I look to thee ; 
Now, in the fullness of thy love, 

Lord ! remember me. 

2 Remember thy pure word of grace, — 

Remember Calvary; 
Remember all thy dying groans, 
And then remember me. 

3 Thou wondrous Advocate with God ! 

1 yield myself to thee ; 

While thou art sitting on thy throne. 
Dear Lord ! remember me. 

4 Lord ! I am guilty — I am vile, 

But thy salvation 's free ; 
Then, in thine all-abounding grace, 
Dear Lord I remember me. 

5 And, when I close my eyes in death. 

When creature-helps all flee. 
Then, O my dear Redeemer God ! 
I pray, remember me. 
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Ten thou -sand thou -sand are their tongues, But all their joys are one. 




447. 

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they crv, 
« To be exalted thus !" 
" Worthy the Lamb !" our lips reply, 
" For he was slain for us." 

8 Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and power divine ; 
And blessings, more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forever thine ! 

4 Let all that dwell above the sky 

And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift thy glories high, 
And speak thine endless praise. 

5 The whole creation join in one, 

To bless the sacred name 
Of him who sits upon the throne, 
And to adoro the Lamb I 



448. 

1 My God ! the spring of all my joys. 

The life of my delights. 
The glory of my brightest days. 
And comfort of my nights ! 

2 In darkest shades if he appear, 

My dawning is begun : 
He is Qiy sonVs sweet morning star. 
And he my rising sun. 

8 The opening heavens around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss. 
While Jesus shows his heart is mine. 
And whispers, I am his ! 



4 My soul would leave this heavy clay. 

At that transporting word ; 
Run up with joy the shining way, 
T* embrace my dearest Lord I 

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 

I M break through every foe ; 
The wings of love and arms of faith 
Should bear me conqueror through. 



449. 

1 Blest Jesus ! when my soaring thoughts 

O'er all thy graces rove. 
How is my soul in transport lost, — 
In wonder, joy, and love I 

2 Not softest strains can charm my ears. 

Like thy beloved name ; 
Nor aught beneath the skies inspire 
My heart with e^ual flame. 

3 Where'er I look, my wondering eyes 

Unnumbered blessings see ; 
But what is life, with all its bliss, 
If once compared with thee? 

4 Hast thou a rival in my breast? 

Search, Lord, for thou canet tell 
If aught can raise my passions thu8| 
Or please my soul so well. 

5 No : thou art precious to my hearty 

My portion and my joy : 
Forever let thy boundless grace 
My sweetest thoughts employ. 
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490. 

1 To our Redeemer's glorious name, 

Awake the sacred song I 
Oh ! may his love — immortal flame — 

Tune every heart and tongue ! 

« 

2 His love, what mortal thought can reach ? 

What mortal tongue display ? 
Imagination's utmost stretch. 
In wonder, dies away. 

3 Dear Lord ! while we adoring pay 

Our humble thanks to thee, 
May every heart with rapture say, — 
" Thtt Saviour died for me !" 

4 Oh ! may ^Bhe sweet, the blissful theme. 

Fill every heart and tongue, 
Till strangers love thy charming name. 
And join the sacred song. 

491. 

1 Thou, O my Jesus, thou didst me 

Upon the cross embrace ! 
For me didst bear the nails and spear, 
And manifold disgrace. 

2 And gi'iefs and torments numberless. 

And sweat of agony — 
Yea, death itself — and all for one 
That was thine enemy. 

3 Then why, blessed Jesus Christ, 

Should I not love thee well ? 
Not for the hope of winning heaven, 
Nor of escaping hell ! 
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4 Not with the hope of gaining aught. 

Not seeking a reward ; 
But as thyself hast loved mo, 
O everlasting Lord ! 

5 Ev'n so I love thee, and will love, 

And in thy praise will sing, 
Solely because thou art my God, 
And my eternal King ! 

499. 

1 Oh, speak that gracious word again, 

And cheer my broken heart ! 
No voice but thine can soothe my pain, 
Or bid my fears depart. 

2 And wilt thou still vouchsafe to own 

A worm so vile as I ? 
And may I still approach thy throne, 
.And " Abba, Father," cry ? 

3 Oh, then, let saints and angels join, 

And help me to proclaim 
The grace that healed a soul like mine, 
And put my foes to shame ! 

4 My Saviour, by his powerful word. 

Has turned my night to day ; 
And all those heavenly joys restored, 
Which I had sinned away. 

6 Dear Lord, I wonder and adore ; 

Thy grace is all divine : 
Oh, keep me, that I sin no more 
Against such love as thine ! 
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1. Oh, could I speak the match-less worth, Oh, could I sound the glo-nes forth, 




Which in my Saviour shine I I'd soar, lind touch the heavenly strings, And vie with Qabriel, 
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493. 

1 Oh, could I speak the matclilcss worth, 
Oh, could I sound tlie glories forth. 

Which in my Saviour shine ! 
I 'd soar, and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel, while ho sings 

In notes almost divine. 

2 I 'd sing the precious blood he spilt, 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt 

Of sin and wrath divine I 
I'd sing his glorious righteousness. 
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress 

My soul shall ever shine. 

8 I 'd sing the characters he bears. 
And all the forms of love he wears, 

Exalted on his throne : 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would to everlasting days 

Make all his glories known. 

4 Well — the delightful day will come. 
When my dear Lord will bring me home, 

And I shall see his face : 
Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternitv I'll spend. 

Triumphant in his grace. 



494. 

1 Come join, ye saints, with heart and voice, 
Alone in Jesus to rejoice. 

And worship at his feet ; 
Come, take his praises on your tongues, 
And raise to him your thankful songs, 

" In him ye are complete I" 

2 In him, who all our praise excels 
The fullness of the Godhead dwells. 

And all perfections meet ; 
The head of all celestial powers, 
Divinely theirs, divinely oui"s ; 

" In him ye are complete !" 

3 Still onward urge your heavenly way, 
Dependent on him day by day, 

His presence still entreat ; 
His precious name forever bless, 
Your glory, strength and righteousness, 

" In him ye are complete I" 

4 Nor fear to pass the vale of death; 
In his dear arms resign your breath, 

He '11 make the passage sweet ; 
The gloom and fears of death shall flee,' 
And your departing souls shall see 

" In him ye are complete !" 
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1. A-wake, my soal, to jdy-fUl lays, And sing thy great Redeemer* s praise ; He justly claimB a seng from me, His 




loT-ing-kind - ness, how free I Lor-lng-kindness, Lov-ing-kindQess, His lor- ing- kind - ness, O how free I 




2 He saw me ruined in the fall, 
Yet loved me notwithstanding all ; 
He saved me from my lost estate ; 
His loving-kindness, oh ! how great ! 

3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Though earth and hell my way oppose, 
He safely leads my soul along ; 

His loving-kindness, oh ! how strong ! 

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick, and thundered loud, 



CRUSADER'S H7MN. 



He near my soul has always stood ; 
His loving-kindness, oh ! how good I 

5 Often I feel my sinful heart, 
Prone from my Saviour to depart ; 
But though I oft have him forgot, 
His loving-kindness changes not. 

6 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale. 
Soon all my mortal powers must fail ; 
Oh ! may my last expiring breath, 
His loving-kindness sing in death. 



Arrtmged hy R. Stobbs Willis. 




1. Fair-est Lord Je - 8US ! Ru-lerof all na-turel O thou of God and man tbe SonI 

2. Fair are the meadows, Fairer still the woodhmds 1 Robed in the blooming garb of spring; 

3. Fair is the sun-shine, Fairer still the moonlight, And the twink-ling star- ry host;* 




l^ee will I cher-ish. Thee will I hon-or, Thou ! my aouVs glo-ry, joy, and crown. 

Je - sus is fair - er, Je - sus is pur - er, Who makes the woeful heart to sing. 

Je - BUS shines brighter, Je - sus shines pur - er Than all the au-gels heaven can boast. 

I , ^ ^^^^ ^ J.J 
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CHRISTIAN. 



BONAR. S.M. Doable. 



J. P, HOUIBOOX. 




1. I was a wandering sheep, I did not love the fold : I did not love my 




Shepherd's voice, I would not be con-trolled ; I was a way-ward child, I 




did not love my homo, I did not love my Shepherd's voice, I loved a - far to roam. 




497. 

2 The Shepherd sought his sheep, 

The Father sought his child ; 
He followed me o'er vale and hill, 

O'er deserts waste and wild; 
He found me nigh to death, 

Famished, and faint, and lone ; 
He hound me with the bands* of love. 

He saved the wandering one. 

3 He spake in tender love. 

He raised my drooping head ; 
He gently closed my bleeding wounds, 

My fainting soul ho fed ; • 

He washed my filth away, 

He made me clean and fair ; 
He brought me to my home in peace, 

The long-sought wanderer. 

4 Jesus my Shepherd is, 

'T was he that loved my soul. 
'T was he that washed me in his blood, 

'T was ho that made me whole : 
'T was he that sought the lost, 

That found the wandering sheep, 
'T was he that brought me to the fold — 

'T was ho that still doth keep. 



5 No more a wandering sheep, 

I love to be controlled, 
I love my tender Shepherd's voice, 

I love the peaceful fold : 
No more a wayward child, 

I seek no more to roam, 
I love my heavenly Father's voic^— 

I love, I love his home. 

4LSS. 

1 For me to live is Christ, 

To die is endless gain. 
For him I gladly bear the cross, 

And welcome grief and pain. 
Faithful may I endure, 

And hear my Saviour say. 
Thrice welcome home, beloved child, 

Inherit endless day ! 

2 A pilgrimage my lot. 

My home is in the skies, 
I nightly pitch my tent below. 

And daily higher rise : 
My journey soon will end, 

My scrip and staff laid down ; 
Oh ! tempt me not with earthly toys, 

I go to wear a crown. 
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1. Hie Lord is my Shep-herd, he makes me re - pose Where the 
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paa - tures in beau - ty are g^w - ing ; He leads me a - far from the 
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world and its woes, Where in peace the still wa - ters are flow - mg. 




4LS9. 

2 He strengthens my spirit, he shows me 
the path, 
Where the arms of his love shall en- 
fold me ; 
And when I walk through the dark 
valley of death, 
His rod and his staff will uphold me ! 

460. 

1 Oh, tell me, thou life and delight of my 

soul, 
Where the flock of thy pasture are 

feeding ; 
I seek thy protection, I need thy control, 
I would go where my Shepherd is 

leading. 

2 Oh, tell me the place where thy flock are 

at rest, 
Where the noontide will find them re- 
posing ; 
The tempest now rages, my soul is dis- 
tressed, 
And the pathway of peace I am losing. 



3 And why should I stray with the flocks 

of thy foes, 

In the desert where now they arc 
roving ; 
Where hunger and thirst, where conten- 
tions and woes. 

And fierce conflicts their ruin are 
proving ? 

4 Ah, when shall my woes and my wan- 

dering cease, 
And the follies that fill me with weep- 

ing? 
O Shepherd of Israel, restore me that 
peace 
Thou dost give to the flock thou art 
keeping ! 

» 

5 A voice from the Shepherd now bids me 

return. 
By the way where the foot-prints are 

lying ; 

No longer to wander, no longer to mourn ; 
And homeward my spirit is flying. 
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MADISON. 88. Double. 



AtTwuQid ftom S. B. Pond. 




1. Yd angels I who stand round tbe throne, And view mj Immanuers face, — in rapturous songs make him 





known, Oh I tune your soft harps to his praise : He formed you, the spirits you are. 



hap-py, so 




no - ble, so good ; When others sunk down 



in de-spair, Confirmed by his pow-er, ye stood. 




461. 

2 Ye saints ! who stand nearer than they, 
And cast your bright crowns at his feet, 
His grace and his glory display, 

And all his rich mercy repeat ; 
He snatched you from hell and the grave, 
He ransomed from death and despair : 
For you he was mighty to save. 
Almighty to bring you safe there. 

3 Oh ! when will the period appear 
When I shall unite m your song ? 
I 'm weary of lingering here, 
And I to your Saviour belong I 

I 'm fettered and chained up in clay ; 
I struggle and pant to be free ; 
I long to be soaring away. 
My God and my Saviour to see ! 

4 I want to put on my attire, 

Washed white in the blood of the Lamb ; 
I want to be one of your choir, 
And tune my sweet harp to his name ; 
I want — oh ! I want to be there, 
Where sorrow and sin bid adieu — 
Your joy and your friendship to share — 
To wonder, and worship with .you ! 



463. 

1 My Saviour, whom absent I love. 
Whom, not having seen, I adore, 
Whose name is exalted above 

All glory, dominion, and power, — 
Dissolve thou those bands that detain 
My soul from her portion in thee ; 
Ah ! strike off this adamant chain. 
And make me eternally free ! 

2 When that happy era begins. 

When arrayed m thy glories I shine, . 
Nor grieve any more, by my sins. 
The bosom on which 1 recline. 
Oh ! then shall the 'fail be removed. 
And round me thy brightness be poured ! 
I shall meet him, whom absent I loved, 
I shall see, whom unseen 1 adored. 

3 And then, nevermore shall the fears. 
The trials, teuiptations, and woes, 
Which darken this valley of tears, 
Intrude on my blis&ful repose : 

To Jesus, the crown of my hope, 
My soul is in baste to be gone ; 
Oh, bear me, ye cherubim, up, 
And waft me away to his throne I - 
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463. 

1 How tedious and tasteless the hours, 

When Jesus no longer I see ! 
The woodlands, the fields, and the flowers 
Have lost all their sweetness to me. 

2 His name yields the richest perfume, 

And softer than music his voice ; 
His presence can banish my gloom, 
And bid all within me rejoice. 

3 Dear Lord ! if indeed thou art mine, 

And thou art my light and my song ; 
Say, why do I languish and pine. 
And why are my winters so long ? 

4 Oh ! drive these dark clouds from the sky, 

Thy soul-cheering presence restore ; 
Or bid me soar upward on high, 

Where winter and storms are no more. 

464. 

1 Inspirer and hearer of prayer. 

Thou Shepherd and Guardian of thine, 
My all to thy covenant care 
I sleeping or waking resign. 

2 If thou art my shield and my sun. 

The night is no darkness to me ; 
And, fast as my moments roll on. 
They bring me but nearer to thee* 

8 Thy ministering spirits descend 

To jvatch while thy saints are asleep ; 
By day and by night they attend, 
The heirs of salvation to keep. 



4 Bright seraphs, despatched from the 

throne. 
Repair to their stations assigned ; 
And angels elect are sent down, 

To guard the redeemed of mankind. 

5 Thy worship no interval knows ; 

Their fervor is still on the wing ; 
And, while they protect my repose, 
They chant to the praise of my King, 

6 I, too, at the season ordained, 

Their chorus forever shall join, 
And love and adore, without end. 
Their faithful Creator and mine, 

469. 

1 My gracious Redeemer I love. 

His praises aloud I '11 proclaim : 
And join with the armies above. 
To shout his adorable name. 

2 To gaze on his glories divine 

Shall be •my eternal employ ; 
To see them incessantly shine. 
My boundless, ineffable joy. 

3 He freely redeemed, with his blood, 

My soul from the confines of hell, 
To live on the smiles of my God, 

And in his sweet presence to dwell :— 

4 To shine with the angels in light, 

With saints and with seraphs to sing. 
To view, with eternal delight, 
My Jesus, my Saviour, my King I 
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Trust thj wis - dom me to g^ide; Trust thy good-ness to pro - vide; 




Trust thy say - ing love and 
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power ; Trust thee ev - ery_ day and hour : 



466. 

2 Trust thee as the only light 
In the darkest hour of night ; 
Trust in sickness, trust in health ; 
Trust in poverty and wealth ; 
Trust in joy and trust in grief; 
Trust thy promise for relief : 

8 Trust thy blood to cleanse my soul ; 
Trust thy grace to make me whole ; 
Trust thee living, dying, too ; 
Trust thee all my journey through ; 
Trust thee till my feet shall be 
Planted on the crystal sea. 

467. . 

1 Chosen not for good in me, 
Waked from coming wrath to flee, 
Hidden in the Saviour^s side, 

By the Spirit sanctified — 

Teach me, Lord, on earth to show. 

By my love, how much I owe. 

2 Oft I walk beneath the cloud, 
Dark as midnight's gloomy shroud ; 
But, when fear is at the height, 
Jesus comes, and all is light ; 
Blessed Jesus I bid me show 
Doubting saints how much I owe. 
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3 Oft the nights of sorrow reign — 
Weeping, sickness, sighing, pain ; 
But a night thine anger burns — 
Morning comes, and joy returns : 
God of comforts ! bid me show 
To thy poor how much I owe. 

4 When in flowery paths I tread, 
Oft by sin I 'm captive led ; 
Oft I fall, but still arise— 
Jesus comes — the tempter flies : 
Blessed Jesus ! bid me show 
Weary sinners all I owe. 

468. 

1 As the hart> with eager looks, 
Panteth for the water-brooks. 
So my soul, athirst for thee. 
Pants the living God to see ; 
When, oh, when, with filial fear. 
Lord, shall I to thee draw near ? 

2 Why art thou cast down, my soul? 
God, thy God, shall make thee whole? 
Why art thou disquieted ? 

God shall lift thy fallen head. 
And his countenance benign 
Be the saving health of thine. 
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469. 

2 Low before tbee, Lord ! we bow, 
We are weak — but mighty thou : 
Sore distressed, yet suppliant still, 
Here we wait thy holy will ; 
Bound to earth and rooted here. 
Till our Saviour God appear. 

» 

3 Leave us not beneath the power 
Of temptation's darkest hour : 
Swift to seal their captives' doom, 
See our foes exulting come ! 
Jesus, Saviour ! yet be nigh, 
Lord of life and victory. 

470. 

1 O THOU God who hearest prayer 
Every hour and everywhere ! 

For his sake, whose blood I plead. 
Hear me in my hour of need : 
Only hide not noiY thy face, 
God of all-sufficient grace ! 

2 Hear and save me, gracious Lord ! 
For my trust is in thy word ; 
Wash me from the stain of sin, 
That thy peace may rule within : 
May I know myself thy child. 
Ransomed, pardoned, reconciled. 

8 Dearest Lord ! may I so much 
As tl^y garment's hem but touch. 
Or but raise my languid eye. 
To the cross where thou didst die, 
It shall make my spirit whole, — 
It shall heal and save my soul. 



4 Leave me not, my Strength, my Trust ! 
Oh, remember I 'm but dust ! 
Leave me not again to stray ; 
Leave me not the tempter's prey : 
Fix my heart on things above ; 
Make me happy in thy love. • 

471. 

1 Wbary, Lord, of struggling here 
With this constant doubt and fear, 
Burdened by the pains I bear, 
And the trials I must share — 
Help me. Lord, again to flee 

To the rest that 's found in thee. 

2 Weakened by the wayward will 
Which controls, yet cheats me still ; 
Seeking something undefined 
With an earnest, darkened mind — 
Help me, Lord, again to flee 

To the light that breaks from thee, 

3 Fettered by this earthly s/».opc 
In the reach and aim of hope, 
Fixing thought in narrow bound 
Where no living truth is found — 
Help me. Lord, again to flee 

To the hope that 'a fixed in thee. 

4 Fettered, burdened, wearied, weak, 
Lord, once more thy grace I seek; 
Turn, oh, turn me not away. 

Help me, Lord, to watch and pray- 
That I never more may flee 
From the rest that 's found in thee. 
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1. Not with our mor - tal eyes Have we be - held the Lord; 
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Yet we re - joice to he&r his name, And love him in his word. 




479. 

t On •earth we want the sight 
Of our Redeemer's face ; 
Yet, Lord, our inmost thoughts delight 
To dwell upon thy grace. 

3 And when we taste thy love, 
Our joys divinely grow 
Unspeakable, like those above, 
And heaven begins below. 

473. 

1 Since Jesus is my friend, 

And I to him belong. 
It matters not what foes intend. 
However fierce and strong. 

2 He whispers in my breast 

Sweet words of holy cheer, 
How they who seek in God their rest 
Shall ever find him near ; 

3 How God hath built above 

A city fair and new. 
Where eye and heart shall see and prove 
What faith has counted true. 

4 My heart for gladness springs ; 

It cannot more be sad ; 
For very joy it smiles and sings, — 
Sees naught but sunshine glad. 

5 The sun that lights mine eyes, 

Is Christ, the Lord I love ; 
I sing for joy of that which lies 
Stored up for me above. 



474. 

1 Whilk my Redeemer's near, 

My shepherd and my guide, 
I bid £sircwell to anxious fear : 
My wants are all supplied. 

2 To ever fragrant meads, 

Where rich abundance grows. 

His graoious hand indulgent leads, 

And guards my sweet repose. 

3 Dear Shepherd, if I stray. 

My wandering feet restore ; 
To thy fair pastures guide my way, 
And let me rove no more. 

47S. 

1 My spirit on thy care, 

Blest Saviour, I recline, 
Thou wilt not leave me to despair, 
For thou art love divine. 

2 In thee I place my trust. 

On thee I calmly rest ; 
I know thee good — I know thee just, 
And count thy choice the best. 

3 Whate'er events betide. 

Thy will they all perioral; 
Safe in thy breast my bead I Md^ 
Nor fear the coming storm. 

4 Let good or ill befall, 

It must be good for me, — 
Secure of havmg thee in all, 
Of having all in thee. 
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476. 

2 To thee we still would cleave 

With ever-growing zeal ; 
If millions tempt us Christ to leave, 
Oh, let them ne'er prevail ! 

3 Thy Spirit shall unite 

Our souls to thee, our Head ; 
Shall form in us thine image bright, 
And teach thy paths to tread. 

4 Death may our souls divide 

From these abodes of clay ; 
But love shall keep us near thy side, 
Through ail the gloomy way. 

5 Since Christ and we are one. 

Why should we doubt or fear ? 
If he in heaven has fixed his throne, 
He '11 fix his members there. 

477. 

1 My God, my Life, my Love, 

To thee, to thee I call ; 
I cannot live, if thou remove, 
For thou art all in all. 

2 To thee, and thee alone. 

The angels owe their bliss : 
They sit around thy gracious throne, 
And dwell where Jesus is. 

8 Not all the harps above 

Can make a heavenly place, 
If God his residence remove. 
Or but^ conceal his face. 



4 Nor earth, nor all the sky. 
Can one delight afford — 
No, not a drop of real joy 
Without thy presence. Lord. 

6 Thou art the sea of love, 

Where all my pleasures roll ; 
The circle where my passions move, 
And centre of my soul. 

478. 

1 Not all the blood of beasts. 

On Jewish altars slain, 
Could give the guilty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 

Takes all our sins away — 
A sacrifice of nobler name. 
And richer blood than they. 

3 My faith would lay her hand 

On that dear head of thine, 
While like a penitent I stand, 
And there confess my sin, 

4 My soul looks back to see 

The burdens thou didst bear 
When hanging on the curs6d tree, 
And hopes her guilt was there, 

6 Believing, we rejoice 

To see the curse remove ; 
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, 
And sing his bleeding love. 
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1. Stand up I stand up for Je- bus I Ye soldiers of the cross ; Lift high his roy-al ban-ner. It 




must not suffer loss : From victorj un-to vic-tory His army shall be led, Till every foe is 





vanquished. Till every foe is vanquished, Till every foe is vanquished, And Christ is Lord indeed. 




479. 

2 Stand up ! — stand up for Jesus ! 

The trumpet call obey ; 
Forth to the mighty conflict, 

In this his glorious day : 
" Ye that are men, now serve him," 

Against unnumbered foes ; 
Your courage rise with danger. 

And strength to strength oppose. 

3 Stand up ! — stand up for Jesus ! 

Stand in his strength alone ; 
The arm of flesh will fail you — 

Ye dare not trust your own : 
Put on the gospel armor, 

And, watching unto prayer, 
Where duty calls or danger, 

Be never wanting there I 

4 Stand up ! — stand up for Jesus! 

The strife will not be long ; 
This day the noise of battle, 

The next the victor's song : 
To him that overcometh, 

A crown of life shall be : 
He with the King of Glory 

Shall reign eternally. 



480. 

1 In heavenly love abiding, 

No change my heart shall fear. 
And safe is such confiding, 

For nothing changes here : 
The storm may roar without me, 

My heart may low be laid, 
But God is round about me, 

And can I be dismayed ? 

2 Wherever he may guide me, 

No want shall turn me back ; 
My Shepherd is beside me. 

And nothing can I lack : 
His wisdom ever waketh. 

His sight is never dim : 
He knows the way he taketh, 

And I will walk with him. 

3 Green pastures are before me, 

Which yet I have not seen ; 
Bright skies will soon bo o'er me, 

Where darkest clouds have been: 
My hope I cannot measure ; 

My path to life is free ; 
My Saviour has my treasure, 

And he will walk with me* 
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481. 

2 I lay my wants on Jesus ; 

All follness dwells in him ; 
He healeth my diseases, 

He doth my soul redeem : 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 

My burdens and ray cares ; 
He from them all releases, 

He all my sorrow shares. 

3 I rest my soul on Jesus, " 

This weary soul of mine ; 
His right hand me embraces, 

I on his breast recline : 
I love the name of Jesus, 

Immanuel, Christ, the Lord; 
Like fragrance on the breezes, 

His name abroad is poured. 

i I long to be like Jesus, 

Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 
I long to be like Jesus, 

The Father's holy child : 
I long to be with Jesus 

Amid the heavenly throng. 
To sing with saints his praises. 

And learn the angels' song. 



489. 

1 To thee, my God and Saviour ! 

My heart exulting sings, 
Rejoicing in thy favor. 

Almighty King of kings I 
I'll celebrate thy glory, 

With all thy samts above, 
And tell the joyful story 

Of thy redeeming love. 

2 Soon as the morn, with roses, 

Bedecks the dewy east. 
And when the sun reposes 

Upon the ocean's breast. 
My voice, in supplication. 

Well-pleased the Lord shall hear ; 
Oh ! grant me thy salvation. 

And to my soul draw near. 

3 By thee, through life supported, 

I '11 pass the dangerous road, 
With heavenly hosts escorted, 

Up to thy bright abode ; 
Then cast my crown before thee, 

And, all my conflicts o'er. 
Unceasingly adore thee : — 

What could an angel more f 
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483. 

2 High waves of sorrow o'er me roll. 
And troubles overwhelm my soul ; 
For many an evil voice is near, 

To chide ray woe and mock my fear ; 

And silent memory weeps alone, 

O'er hours of peace and gladness flown. 

3 For I have walked the happy round. 
That circles Zion's holy ground ; 
And gladly swelled the choral lays, 
That hymned my great Redeemer's 

praise, 
What time, the hallowed arch along, 
Responsive swelled the solemn song. 

4 Ah, why by passing clouds oppressed. 
Should rising thoughts distract my 

breast 1 
Turn, turn to him in every pain. 
Whom never suppliant sought in vain : 
Thy strength in joy's ecstatic day. 
Thy hope where joy has passed away. 

484. 

1 As oft with worn and weary feet, 

We tread earth's rugged valley o'er, 
The thought, how comforting and sweet, 

Christ trod this very path before ; 
Our wants and weaknesses he knows. 
From life's first dawning till its close. 

2 Does sickness, feebleness, or pain, 

Or sorrow in our path appear ; 
The recollection will remain, 

More deeply did he suffer here. 
His life how truly sad and brief, 
Filled up with suffering and with grief. 



3 If Satan tempt our hearts to stray, 

And whisper evil things within, 
So did he in the desert way. 

Assail our Jjovd with thoughts of sin : 
When worn, and in a feeble hour. 
The tempter came with all his power. 

4 Just such as I, this earth he trod, 

With every human ill but sin ; 
And, though indeed the very God, 

As I am now, so he has been : 
My God, my Saviour ! look on me 
With pity, love, and sympathy. 

48S. 

1 Why should I fear the darkest hour, 
Or tremble at the tempest's power ? 
Jesus vouch^fes to be my tower. 
Though hot the fight, why quit the field ? 
Why should I either flee or yield, 
Since Jesus is my mighty shield ? 

2 Though all the flocks and herds were 

dead, 
My soul a famine need not dread, 
For Jesus is my living bread. 
I know not what may soon betide. 
Or how my wants shall be supplied ; 
But Jesus knows and will provide. 

3 Thoygh sin would fill me with distress. 
The throne of grace I dare address, 
For Jesus is my righteousness. 
Against me earth and hell combine. 
But on my side is power divine : 
Jesus is all, and he is mine. 
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486. 



2 When in the sultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary, wandering steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

3 Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still : 
Thy friendly rod shall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

4 Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious, lonely wilds I stray, 
Thy presence shall my pains beguile : 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crowned; 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

487. 

1 "Perfect in love 1" — Lord, can it be, 
Amid this state of doubt and sin ? 
While foes so thick without, I see. 
With weakness, pain, disease within ; 
Can peifect love inhabit here. 
And, strong in faith, extinguish fear ? 



•3 



O Lord ! amid this mental nighty 
Amid the clouds of dark dismay. 
Arise ! arise ! shed forth thy light, 
And kindle love's meridian day : 
My Saviour God, to me appear. 
So love shall triumph over fear. 

488. 
Jesus, thou source of calm repose. 
All fullness dwells in thee divine ; 
Our strength, to quell the proudest foes ; 
Our light, in deepest gloom to shine ; 
Thou art our fortress, strength, and 

tower. 
Our trust and portion, evermore. 

Jesus, our Comforter thou ail ; 
Our rest in toil, our ease in pain ; 
The balm to heal each broken heart. 
In storms our peace, in loss our gain ; 
Our joy, beneath the worldling's frown ; 
In shame, our glory and our crown ; — 

In want, our. plentiful supply ; 
In weakness, our almighty power ; 
In bonds, our perfect liberty ; 
Our refuge in temptation's hour ; 
Our comfort, amidst grief and thrall ; 
Our life in death ; our all in all. 
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481>. 

1 Saviour ! I follow on, 

Guided by thee, 
Seeing not yet the hand 

That leadeth me ; 
Hushed be my heart and still, 
Fear I no further ill, 
Only to meet thy will 

My will shall be. 

2 Riven the rock for me 

Thirst to relieve. 
Manna from heaven falls 

Fresh every eve ; 
Never a want severe 
Canseth toj eye a tear, 
But thou art whispering near, 

" Only believe !" 

Z Often to Marah's brink 
Have I been brought ; 
Shrinking the cup to drink, 

Help I have sought ; 
And with the prayer's ascent, 
Jesus the branch has rent ; — 
Quickly relief he sent, 
Sweetening the draught. 

4 Saviour ! I long to walk 

Closer with thee ; 
Led by thy guiding hand, 

Ever to be ; 
Constantly near thy side, 
Quickened and purilGied, 
Living for him who died 

Freely for me ! 



490. 

1 Fade, fade, each earthly joy ; 

Jesus is mine ! 
Break, every tender tie ; 

Jesus is mine. 
Dark is the wilderness ; 
Earth has no resting-place ; 
Jesus alone can bless ; 

Jesus is mine. 

2 Tempt not my soul away ; 

Jesus is mine : 
Here would I ever stay ; 

Jesus is mine : 
Perishing things of clay 
Born but for one brief day, 
Pass from my heart away ; 

Jesus is mine. 

8 Farewell, ye dreams of night, 

Jesus is mine : 
Lost in this dawning bright, 

Jesus is mine : 
All that my soul has tried 
Left but a dismal void ; 
Jesus has satisfied ; 

Jesus is mine. 

4 Farewell, mortality ; 
Jesus is mine : 
Welcome, eternity ; 

Jesus is mine : 
Welcome, O loved and blest ! 
Welcome, sweet scenes of rest; 
Welcome, my Saviour's breast ; 
Jesus is mine ! 
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491. 

2 Though like a wanderer, 

Daylight all gone, 
Darkness be over me, 

My rest a stone. 
Yet in my dreams I 'd be 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee. 

3 There let the way appear 

Steps up to heaven ; 
All that thou sendest me 

In mercy given. 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee. 

4 Then with my waking thoughts. 

Bright with thy praise. 
Out of my stony griefe. 

Bethel I '11 raise ; 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee. 

5 Or if on joyful wing. 

Cleaving the sky. 
Sun, moon, and stars foi^t, 

Upward I fly. 
Still all my song shall be. 
Nearer, my God, to thee. 

Nearer to thee. 

499. 

1 Saviour ! thy gentle voice 
Gladly we hear ; 
Author of all our joys, 
Ever be near ; 



Our souls would cling to thee. 
Let us thy fullness see. 
Our life to cheer. 

2 Fountain of life divine ! 

Thee we adore ; 
We would be wholly thine 

Forevermore ; 
Freely forgive wir sin. 
Grant heavenly peace within, 

Thy light restore. 

3 Though to our faith unseen, 

While darkness reigns, 
On thee alone we lean 

While life remains ; 
By thy free grace restored. 
Our souls shall bless the Lord 

In joyful strains ! 



493. 

1 God leads me — and I go ! 

He takes the care ; 
I need not wish to know. 

Or question where ; 
The goal is drawing near. 
My way will all.be clear. 

When I am there. 

2 God leads me — so my heart 

In faith shall rest ; 
No fear my soul shall part 

From Jesus' breast; 
What path my life dotb go, 
Since he permitteth so» 

That must be best. 
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494. 

2 The want of sigbt she well supplies, 
She makes the pearly gates appear; 
Far into distant worlds she pnes, 
And brings eternal glories near, 

3 Cheerful wo tread the desert through, 
While faith inspires a heavenly ray, 
Though lions roar, and tempests blow, 
And rocks and dangers fill the way. 

4 So Abra'm by divine command, 

Left bis own bouse to walk with God ; 
His faith beheld the promised land, 
And fired his zeal along the road. 

495. 

1 If on our daily course oar mind 
Be set, to hallow all wo find. 

New treasures still, of coaatless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 

2 Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier bo. 
As more of heaven in each we see ; 
Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. 

3 Oh ! could we learn that sacrifice. 
What light would all around ns rise! 
How would our hearts with wisdom talk, 
Along life's dullest, dreariest walk ! 

4 The trivial round, the rMmnwu task, 
Will furnish all we ought to ask; — 
Room to deny ourselves, a road 

To bring ns daily nearer God. 



490. 



1 Had I the tongues of Greeks and Jewi, 
And nobler speech than angels use, 

If love be absent, I am found 

Like tinkling brass, an empty sound, 

2 Were I inspired to preach and tell 
All that is done in heaven and hell — 
Or could my faith the woi'ld remove, 
Still I am nothing without love. 

3 Should I distribute all my store 

To feed the hungry, clothe the poor; 
Or give my body to the flame. 
To gain a martyr's glorious namo : 

4 If love to God and love to men 
Be absent, all my hopes are vain ; 
Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery zeal, 
The work of love can e'er fulfill. 

497. 

1 So let our lips and lives express 
The holy gospel, we profess ; 

So let our works and virtues sbtnc. 
To prove the, doctrine a!l-divinc. 

2 TIius shall we best proclaim abroad 
The honors of our Saviour God ; 
When his salvation reigns within, 

. And grace subdues the power of sin. 

3 Religion bears our spirits up, 
While we expect that blessed hope, — ■ 
Tho bright appearance of llio Lord ; 
And faiUi stands leaning on his word. 
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498. 

OratUude, 

2 Thou Bpread'st the curtains of the night, 
Great Guardian of my sleeping hours ! 
Thy sovereign word restores the light, 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

3 I yield my powers to thy command ; 
To thee I consecrate my days ; 
Perpetual blessings, from thy hand, 
Demand perpetual songs of praise. 

499. 

CompleUn69». 

1 Complete in thee, no work of mine 
May take, dear Lord, the place of thine ; 
Thy blood has pardon bought for me. 
And I am now complete in thee. 

2 Complete in thee — no more shall sin 
Thy grace has conquered, reign within ; 
Thy voice will bid the tempter flee. 
And I shall stand complete in thee. 

3 Complete in thee — each want supplied. 
And no good thing to me denied. 
Since thou my portion, Lord, wilt be, 
I ask no more — complete in thee. 

4 Dear Saviour ! vhen, before thy bar 
All tribes and tongues assembled are. 
Among thy chosen may I be 

At thy right hand — complete in thee. 

5 Complete in thee, forever blest, 

Of all thy fullness, Lord, possessed, 
Thy praise throughout eternity — 
Thy love I '11 sing, complete in. thee. 



900. 

ConUntment. 

1 O Lord, how full of sweet content 
Our years of pilgrimage are spent ! 
Where'er we dwell, we dwell with thee, 
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 

2 To us remains nor place nor time ; 
Our country is in every clime : 
We can be calm an^ free from care 
On any shore, since God is there. 

3 While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 

But with our God to guide our way, 
'T is equal joy to go or stay. 

4 Could we be cast where thou art not, 
That were indeed a dreadful lot ; 
But regions none remote we call, 
Secure of finding God in all. 

901. 

1 Happy the meek whose gentle breast, 
Clear as the summer's evening ray, 
Calm as the regions of the blest, 
Enjoys on earth celestial day. 

2 His heart no broken friendships sting, 
No storms his peaceful tent invade ; 
He rests beneath th' Almighty's wing, 
Hostile to none, of none afraid. 

3 Spirit of grace, all meek and mild ! 
Inspire our breasts, our souls possess : 
Repel each passion rude and wild, 
And bless us as we aim to bless. 
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909. 

Faith, 

2 How many hearts thou mightst have had 

More innocent than mine ! 
How many souls more worthy fiir 
Of that sweet touch of thine I 

3 Ah, grace ! into unlikeliest hearts 

It is thy boast to come, 
The glory of thy light to find 
In darkest spots a home. 

4 The crowd of cares, the weightiest cross, 

Seem trifles less than light — 
Earth looks so little and so low 
When faith shines full and bright. 

5 Oh, happy, happy that I am ! 

If thou canst be^ faith, 
The treasure that thou art in life, 
What wilt thou be in death ? 

SOS. 

1 Speak gently — it is better far 

To rule by love than fear ; 
Speak gently — let no harsh word mar 
The good wc may do here. 

2 Speak gently to the young — for they 

Will have enough to bear ; 
Pass through this life as best they may, 
'T is full of anxious care. 

3 Speak gently to the aged one. 

Grieve not the careworn heart ; 
The sands of life are nearly run. 
Let them in peace depart. 



4 Speak gently to the erring ones — 

They must have toiled in vain ; 
Perchance unkindness made them so ; 
Oh, win them back again ! 

5 Speak gently — ^'t is a little thing. 

Dropped in the heart's deep well ; 
The good, the joy, that it may bring, 
Eternity shall tell. 

ff04. 

Oodly SineeHty, 

1 Walk in the light ! so shalt thou know 

That fellowship of love. 
His Spirit only can bestow. 
Who reigns in light above. 

2 Walk in the light ! and thou shalt find 

Thy heart made truly his. 
Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined, 
In whom no darkness is. 

3 Walk in the light ! and sin abhorred 

Shall ne'er defile again ; 
The blood of Jesus Christ the Lord 
Shall cleanse from every sin. 

4 Walk in the light ! and ev'n the tomb 

No fearful shade shall wear; 
Glory shall chase away its gloom, 
Foi; Christ hath conquered there. 

5 Walk in the light ! and thou shalt see 

Thy path, though thorny, bright. 
For God by grace shall dwell in thee. 
And God himself is light. 
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SOS. 

D&ootion. 

2 "Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 

3 " Let the sweet hope that thou art mine 

My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And crown my journey's end." 

soe. 

OcUmneas. 

1 Calm me, my God, and keep me calm : 

Let thine outstretched wing 
Be like the shade of Elim's palm. 
Beside her desert spring. 

2 Yes, keep me calm, though loud and rude 

The sounds my ear that greet, — 
Calm in the closet's solitude. 
Calm in the bustling street, — 

3 Calm in the hour of buoyant health, 

Calm in the hour of pain. 
Calm in my poverty or wealth, 
Calm in my loss or gain, — 

4 Calm in the sufferance of wrong. 

Like him who bore my shame, 
Calm 'mid the threatening, taunting 
throng. 
Who hate thy holy name. 

^ 5 Calm me, my God, and keep me calm. 
Soft resting on thy breast ; 
Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm. 
And bid my spirit rest. 



S07. 

Charitablenesa. 

1 Think gently of the erring one ! 

And let us not forget, 
However darkly stained by sin, 
He is our brother yet. 

2 Heir of the same inheritance. 

Child of the self-same God ; 
He hath but stumbled in the path, 
We have in weakness trod. 

3 Speak gently to the erring one: 

Thou yet may'st lead him back. 
With holy words, and tones of love, 
From misery's thorny track. 

4 Forget not thou hast often sinned. 

And sinful yet must be : 
Deal gently with the erring one, 
As God has dealt with thee. 

SOS. 

HwnUity. 

1 Is there ambition in my heart ? 

Search, gracious God, and see ; 
Or do I act a haughty part ? 
Lord, I appeal to thee. 

2 I charge my thoughts, be humble still, 

And all my carriage mild ; 
Content, my Father, with thy will, 
And quiet as a child. 

3 The patient soul, the lowly mind, 

Shall have a large reward ; 
Let saints in sorrow lie resigned, 
And truBt a faithful Lord. 
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S09. 

Martyr-Faith, 

2 Oh! may that faith our hearts sustain, 

Wherein they fearless stood, 
When, in the power of cruel men, 
They poured their willing blood. 

3 God, whom we serve, our God, can save. 

Can damp the scorching flame, 
Can build an ark, can smooth the wave, 
For such as love his name. 

4 Lord ! if thine arm support us still 

With its eternal strength. 
We shall overcome the mightiest ill. 
And conquerors prove at length. 

SIO. 

Trust. 

1 What though no flowers the fig-tree 

clothe. 
Though vines their fruit deny, 
The labor of the olive fail. 
And fields no food supply ; — 

2 Though from the fold with sad surprise. 

My flock cut off J see ; 
Though famine pine in empty stalls, 
Where herds were wont to be : — 

3 Yet in the Lord will I be glad, 

And glory in his love ; 
In him rejoice, who will the God 
Of my salvation prove. 

4 God. is the treasure of my soul, 

The source of lasting joy ; 
A joy, which want shall not impair, 
l^ov death itself destroy. 



Submitoion, 

1 O Lord ! my best desires fulfill, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to thy will^ 
And make thy pleasure mine. 

2 Why should I shrink at thy command. 

Thy love forbids my feai-a ; 
Why tremble at the gracious hand, 
That wipes away my tears ? 

3 No, — let me rather freely vield 

What most I prize, to thee ; 

Thou never hast a good withheld, 

Nor wilt withhold from me. 

4 Thy favor, all my journey through, 

Shall be my rich supply ; 
What more I want, or think I do, 
Let wisdom still deny. 

ffumilUy. 

1 Thy home is with the humble. Lord I 

The simple are the best ; 
Thy lodging is in child-like hearts; 
Thou makest there thy rest. 

2 Dear Comforter ! eternal Love ! 

If thou wilt stay with me, 
Of lowly thoughts and simple ways 
I 'II build a house for thee. 

3 Who made this breathing heart of roina 

But thou, ray heavenly Guest? 
Let no one have it, then, but thee, 
And let it be thy rest ! 
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913. 

Love. 

2 Knowledge, alas ! 't is all in vain, 

And all in vain our fear ; 
Our stubborn sins will fight and reign, 
If love be absent there. 

3 This is the grace that lives and sings, 

When faith and hope shall cease; 
'T is this shall strike our joyful strings, 
In the sweet realms of bliss. 

4 Before we quite forsake our clay, 

Or leave this dark abode. 
The wings of love bear us away. 
To see our smiling God. 

914. 

Faitk, 

1 Lord, I believe ; thy power I own ; 

Thy word I would obey ; 
I wander comfortless and lone. 
When from thy truth I stray. 

2 Lord, I believe ; but gloomy fears 

Sometimes bedim my sight ; 
I look to thee with prayers and tears. 
And cry for strength and light. 

3 Lord, I believe ; but oft, I know, 

My faith is cold and weak : 
My weakness strengthen, and bestow 
The confidence I seek. 

4 Yes ! I believe ; and only thou 

Canst give my soul relief: 
Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow ; 
"Help thou mine unbelief!" 



915. 

SsfuOdlUy. 

And can mine eyes, without a tear, 

A weeping Saviour see ? 
Shall I not weep his groans to hear 

Who groaned and died for me ? 

Blest Jesus ! let those tears of thino 

Subdue each stubborn foe ; 
Come, fill my heart with love divine. 

And bid my sorrows flow. 

516. 

Faith. 

Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss, 
And saves me from its snares ; 

Its aid, in every duty, brings, 
And softens all my cares. 

The wounded conscience knows its power 

The healing balm to give ; 
That balm the saddest heart can cheer, 

And make the dying live. 

Wide it unvails celestial worlds. 
Where deathless pleasures reign ; 

And bids me seek my portion there, 
Nor bids me seek in vain. 

It shows the precious promise sealed 
With the Redeemer's blood ; 

And helps my feeble hope to rest 
Upon a faithful God. 

There — ^there unshaken would I rest, 

Till this vile body dies ; 
And then, on faith's triumphant wings, 

To endless glory rise. 
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And peace shuts in the night. 



917. 

Jot/. 

2 Rejoice when care and woe 

The fainting soul oppress ; 
When tears at wakeful midnight flow, 
And morn brings heaviness. 

3 Rejoice in hope and fear ; 

Rejoice in life and death ; 
Rejoice when threatening storms are near, 
And comfort languishcth. 

4 When should not they rejoice, 

Whom Christ his brethren calls ; 
Who hear and know his guiding voice, 
When on their hearts it falls ? 

6 So, though our path is steep, 
And many a tempest lowers. 
Shall his own peace our spirits keep, 
And Christ's dear love be ours, 

518. 

Se^'BenuneiaHotk 

1 Man's wisdom is to seek 

His strength in God alone ; 
And ev'n an angel would be weak, 
Who trusted in his own. 

2 Retreat beneath his wings, 

And in his grace connde ; 
This more exalts the King of kings, 
Than all your works beside. 

8 In Jesus is our store ; 

Grace issues from his throne ; 
Whoever says, — " I want no more," 
Confesses he has none. 



519. 

HeHgnaiion. 

1 Be tranquil, O my soul, 

Be quiet every fear 1 
Thy Father hath supreme control, 
And he is ever near. 

2 Ne'er of thy lot complain, 

Whatever may befall ; 
Sickness or sorrow, care or pain, 
'T is well appointed all. 

3 A Father's chastening hand 

Is les^ding thee along ; 
Nor distant is the promised land. 
Where swells th' immortal song. 

4 Oh ! then, my soul, be still ! 

Await heaven's high decree ; 
Seek but to do thy Father's will, 
It shall be well with thee. 

590. 

Oon/idence. 

1 In true and patient hope. 

My soul, on God attend ; 
And calmly, confidently look 
Till he salvation send. 

2 I shall his goodness sec, 

While on his name I call ; 
He will defend and strengthen me^ 
And I shall never fall. 

3 Jesus, to thee I fly. 

My refuge, and my tower ; 
Upon thy faithful love rely, 
And find thy saving power. 
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Faith in Trouble, 

1 If, through unruffled seas, 

Toward heaven we calmly sail, 
With ffrateful hearts, God, to thee, 
We 11 own the favoring gale. 

2 But should the surges rise, 

And rest delay to come. 
Blest be the sorrow — kind the storm, 
Which drives us nearer home. 

3 So6n shall our doubts and fears 

All yield to thy control : 
Thy tender mercies shall illume 
The midnight of the soul, 

4 Teach us, in every state. 

To make thy will our own ; 
And when the joys of sense depart, 
To live by faith alone. 

D&ooti<m. 

1 Jesus, my strength, my hope, 

Oii thee I cast my care, 
With humble confidence look up. 
And know thou hear'st my prayer. 

2 Give me on thee to wait. 

Till I can all things do; 
On thee, almighty, to create. 
Almighty to renew. 

3 I want a sober mind, 

A self-renouncing will, 
rhat tramples down, and casts behind 
The baits of pleasing ill ; 



4 A soul inured to pain. 

To hardship, grief and loss, 
Bold to take up, firm to sustain 
The consecrated cross ; 

5 I want a godly fear, 

A quick-discerning eye. 
That looks to thee when sin is near, 
And sees the tempter fly ; 

6 A spirit still prepared. 

And armed with jealous care, 
Forever standing on its guard. 
And watching unto prayer. 

993. 

Trust in Ood. 

1 Where wilt thou put thy trust ? 

In a frail form of clay. 
That to its element of dust 
Must soon resolve away ? 

2 Where wilt thou cast thy care ? 

TJpon an erring heart, 
Which hath its own sore ills to bear, 
And shpnks from sorrow's dart ? 

3 No, — ^place thy trust above 

This shadowy realm of night. 
In him, whose boundless power and love 
Thy confidence invite. 

4 His mercies still endure 

When skies and stars grow dim. 
His changeless promise standeth sure,—* 
Go, — cast thy care on him. 



168 



CHRISTIAN. 



HSin>ON. 78. 



Bb. Malak. 




1. Christ, of all mj hopes the Ground^ChriBt, the Spnog of all my Joy, Still in thee let 



S 



fg (g | (g 



2: 



e .r= i p 



zz 



i 



A 






iS. 




me be found, Still for thee my powers em - ploy, Still for thee my powers employ. 




994. 

Li/Hng to Christ 

1 Christ, of all my hopes the Ground, 

Christ, the Spring of all my joy. 
Still in thee let me be found, 
Still for thee my powers employ, 

2 Fountain of o'erflowing grace ! 

Freely from thy fullness give ; 
Till I close my earthly race, 
Be it " Christ for me to live !" 

3 Firmly trusting in thy blood, 

Nothing shall my heart confound ; 
Safely I shall pass the flood, 

Safely reach Immanuel's ground. 

4 When I touch the blessed shore. 

Back the closing waves shall roll ! 
Death's dark stream shall nevermore 
Part from thee ray ravished soul. 

5 Thus, — oh, thus an entrance give 

To the land of cloudless sky ; 

Hanng known it, " Christ to live," 

Let me know it " gain to die," 

SftS. 

Liheneaa to Christ. * 

1 Father of eternal grace ! 

Glorify thyself in me ; 
Meekly beaming in my face. 
May the world thine image see. 

2 Happy only in thy love. 

Poor, unfriended, or unknown ; 
Fix my thoughts on things above, — 
Stay my heart on thee alone. 



Humble, holy, all-resigned 

To thy will : — thy will be done I 

Give me, Lord I the perfect mind 
Of thy well-beloved Son. 

Counting gain and glory loss, 
May I tread the path he trod ; 

Die with Jesus on the cross, — 
Rise with him, to thee, my God ! 

996. 

JR^icinff, 

Joyful be the hours to-day ; 

Joyful let the season be ; 
Let us sing, for well we may : 

Jesus ! we will sing of thee. 

Should thy people silent be. 

Then the very stones would sing: 

What a debt we owe to thee. 

Thee, our Saviour, thee, our King 1 

Joyful are we now to own. 
Rapture thrills us as we trace 

All the deeds thy love hath done, 
AH the riches of thy grace. 

'T is thy grace alone can save ; 

Every blessing comes from thee— 
All we have and hop^ to have, 

All we are and hope to be. 

Thine the name to sinners dear ! 

Thine the Name all names before I 
Blessed here and everywhere ; 

Blessed now and evermore ! 
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997. 

Humility. 

1 Lord, forever at thy side 

Let my place and portion be ; 
Strip me of the robe of pride; 
Clothe me with humility. 

2 Meekly may my soul receive 

All thy Spirit hath revealed ; 
Thou hast spoken ; I believe, 
Though the oracle be sealed. 

3 Humble as a little child, 

Weaned from the mother's breast, 
By no subtleties beguiled, 
On thy faithful word I rest. 

4 Israel, now and evermore 

In the Lord Jehovah trust ; 
Him in all his ways adore, 
Wise, and powerful, and just 

598. 

1 Jesus, Lord, we look to thee ; 
Let us in thy name agree ; 

Show thyself the Prince of Peace ; 
Bid our jars forever cease. 

2 By thy reconciling love, 
Every stumbling-block remove : 
Each to each unite, endear ; 
Come, and spread thy banner here, 

3 Make us of one heart and mind — 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind ;. 

.-Lowly, meek, in thought and word — 
Altogether like our lx)rA 



4 Let us for each other care ; 
Each the other's burden bear ; 
To thy church the pattern give ; 
Show how true believers live. 

5 Free from anger and from pride. 
Let us thus in God abide ; 

All the depths of love express — 
All the heights of holiness. 

6 Let us then with joy remove 
To the family above ; 

On the wings of angels fly ; 
Show how true believers die. 

599. 

Humility, 

1 Lord, if thou thy grace impart^ 
Poor in spirit, meek in heart, 

I shall as my Master be, 
Rooted in humility; 

2 Simple, teachable, and mild. 
Changed into a little child ; 
Pleased with all the Lord provides, 
Weaned from all the world besides. 

3 Father, fix my soul on thee ; 
Every evil let me flee; 
Nothing want, beneath, above, 
Happy in thy precious love. 

4 Oh, that all may seek and find 
Every good in Jesus joined ! 
Him let Israel still adore, 
Trust him, praise him evermore. 
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930. 

Adoption, 

1 Not all the nobles of the earth, 
Who boast the honors of their birth, 
So high a dignity can claim, 

As those who bear the Christian name. 

2 To them the privilege is given 

To be the sons and heirs of heaven ; 
Sons of the God who reigns on high. 
And heirs of joy beyond the sky. 

3 His will he makes them early know. 
And teaches their young feet to go ; 
Whispers instruction to their minds, 
And on their hearts his precepts binds. 

4 Their daily wants his hands supply, 
Their steps he guards with watchful eye ; 
Leads them from earth to heaven above. 
And crowns them with eternal love. 

931. 

Peraeveranoe. 

1 Who shall the Lord's elect condemn ? 
'T is God that justifies their souls ; 
And mercy, like a mighty stream, 
O'er all their sins divinely rolls. 

2 Who shall adjudge the saints to hell? 
'T is Christ that suflfered in their stead ; 
And their salvation to fulfill. 

Behold him rising from the dead ! 

3 He lives, he lives, and sits above, 
Forever interceding there : 
Who shall divide us from his love. 
Or what shall tempt us to despair? 



4 Shall persecution, or distress. 
Famine, or sword, or nakedness ? 
He who hath loved us bears us through, 
And makes us more than conquerors too I 

6 Not all that men on earth can do, 
Nor powers on high, nor powers below, 
Shall cause his mercy to remove. 
Or wean our hearts from Christ, our love. 

S39. 

Ssettrity, 

1 Lord, how secure and blest are they, 
Who feel the joys of pardoned sin I 
Should storms of wrath shake earth and 

sea, • 

Their mindshave heaven and peace within. 

2 The day glides swiftly o'er their headsi 
Made up of innocence and love ; 
And soft and silent as the shades, 
Their nightly minutes gently move. 

3 Quick as their thoughts their joys come on^ 
But fly not half so swift away ; 

Their souls are ever bright as noon, 
And calm as summer evenings be. 

4 How oft they look to heavenly hills, 
Where streams of living pleasures flow ; 
And longing hopes and cheerful smiles 
Sit undisturbed upon their brow I 

5 They scorn to seek earth's golden toys, 
But spend the day, and share the nighty 
In numbering o'er the richer joys 
That heaven prepares for their delight. 
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Grace. 

2 Not for our duties or deserts, 

But of his own abounding grace, ' 
He works salvation in our hearts. 
And forms a people for his praise, 

3 'T was his own purpose that begun 
To rescue rebels doomed to die : 
He gave us grace in Christ, his Son, 
Before he spread the starry sky. 

4 Jesus, the Lord, appears at last, 

And makes his Father's counsels known ; 
Declares the great transactions past, 
And brings immortal blessings down. 

5 He died ; and in that dreadful night 
Did all the powei"s of hell destroy ; 
Rising he brought our heaven to light. 
And took possession of the joy, 

534. 

Orace aufflcient 

1 Let me but hear my Saviour say, 

" Strength shall be equal to thy day ;** 
Then I rejoice in deep distress, 
Leaning on all-sufficient grace. 

2 I can do all things — or can bear 
All suffering, if my Lord be there ; 
Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains. 
While he my sinking head sustains. 

S I glory in infirmity, 

That Christ's own power can rest on me ; 
When I am weak, then am 1 strong ; 
Grace is my shield, and Christ my song. 



535. 

Oraes. 

No more, ye wise ! your wisdom boast ; 
No more, ye strong ! your valor trust ; 
No more, ye rich ! survey your store. 
Elate with heaps of shining ore. 

Glory, ye saints, in this alone, — 
That God, your God, to you is known ; 
Thatyouhave ownedhis sovereign sway, — 
That you have felt his cheering ray. 

All else, which we our treasure call. 
May in one fatal moment fall ; 
But what their happiness can move. 
Whom God, the blessed, deigns to love ? 

536. 

BeaoH to Christ. 
Away from earth my spirit turns. 
Away from every transient good ; 
With strong desire my bosom bums, 
To feast on heaven's ii^mortal food. 

Thou, Saviour, art the. living bread; 
Thou wilt my every want supply : 
By thee sustained, and cheered, and led, 
I '11 press through dangers to the sky. 

What though temptations oft distress, 
And sin assails and breaks my peace ; 
Thou wilt uphold, and save, and bless, 
And bid the storms of passion cease. 

Then let me take thy gracious hand, 
And walk beside thee onward still ; 
Till my glad feet shall safely stand, 
Forever firm on Zion's hill. 
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537. 

Peraeverance, 

2 Though raised to a superior throne, 

Where angels bow around, 
And high o'er all the shining train, 
With matchless honors crowned ; — 

3 The names of all his saints he bears 

Engraven on his heart ; 
Nor shall a name once treasurec^ there 
E'er from his care depart. 

4 Those characters shall fair abide, 

Our everlasting trust. 
When gems, and monuments, and crowns 
Are moulderedi^down to dust. 

5 So, gracious Saviour ! on my breast. 

May thy dear name be worn, 
A sacred ornament and guard, 
To endless ages borne. 

538. 

OocTa Peace. 

1 We bless thee for thy peace, O God ! 

Deep as the soundless sea, 
Which falls like sunshine on the road 
Of those who trust in thee. 

2 We ask not. Father, for repose 

Which comes from outward rest. 
If we may have through all life's woes 
Thy peace within our breast ; — 

3 That peace which suflfers and is strong. 

Trusts where it cannot see, 
Deems not the trial way too long, 
But leaves the end with thee ; — 



4 That peace which, though the billows 
surge. 
And angry tempests roar. 
Rings forth no melancholy dirge. 
But joyeth evermore ; — 

6 That peace which flows serene and deep — 
A river in the soul, 
Whose banks a living verdure keep : 
God's sunshine o'er the whole ! — 

6 Such, Father, give our hearts such peace, 
Whate'er the outward be. 
Till all life's discipline shall cease, 
And we go home to thee. 

539. 

*^Att things are youra.^^ 

1 If God is mine, then present things 

And things to come are mine ; 
Yea, Christ, his word, and Spirit too, 
And glory all divine. 

2 If he is mine, then from his love 

He every trouble sends ; 
All things are working for my good, 
And bliss his rod attends. 

3 If he is mine, let friends forsake, 

Let wealth and honor flee ; 
Sure he who giveth me himself 
Is more than these to mel 

4 Oh ! tell me. Lord, that thou art mine ; 

What can I wish beside ? 
My soul shall at the fountain live, 
When all the streams are dried. 
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940. 

JHviM Guidance, 

2 Our vows, our prayers, we now present 

Before thy throne of grace ; 
God of our fathers ! be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 

3 Through each perplexing patb of life 

Our wandering footsteps guide ; 
Give us, each day, our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 

4 Oh, spread thy covering wings around, 

Till all our wanderings cease, 
And at our Father's loved abode, 
Our souls arrive in peace. 

5 Such blessings from thy gracious hand 

Our humble prayers implore ; 
And thou shalt be our chosen God, 
Our portion evermore. 

541. 

Adoption, 

1 My Father, God ! how sweet the sound. 

How tender and how dear t 
Not all the melody of heaven 
Could so delight the ear. 

2 Come, sacred Spirit, seal the name 

On my expanding heart ; 
And show, that in Jehovah's grace 
I share a filial part. 

3 Cheered by a signal so divine, 

Unwavering I believe; 
My spirit Abba, Father, cries. 
Nor can the sign deceive. 



iS43. 

Perseiferance. 

1 Firm as the earth thy gospel stands, 

My Lord, my hope, my trust ; 
If I am found in Jesus' hands, 
My soul can ne'er be lost. 

2 His honor is engaged to save 

The meanest of his sheep ; 
All, whom his heavenly Father gave, 
His hands securely keep. 

3 Nor death nor hell shall e'er remove 

His favorites from his breast ; 
In the dear bosom of his love 
They must forever rest. 

543. 

Adoption. 

1 My God, my Father, blissful name ! 

Oh, may I call thee mine ? 
May I with sweet assurance claim 
A portion so divine ? 

2 Whate'er thy providence denies 

I calmly would resign, 
For thou art good and just and wise : 
Oh, bend my will to thine ! 

3 "Whate'er thy sacred will ordains. 

Oh, give me strength to bear ! 
And let me know my Father reigns, 
And trust his tender care. 

4 Thy sovereign wavs are all unknown 

to my weak, erring sight ; 
Yet let my soul adoring own 
That all thy ways are right. 
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544. 

B«8t in God. 

1 Thou very present aid 

In suffering and distress, 
The mind which still on thee is stayed, 
Is kept in perfect peace. 

2 The soul by faith reclined 

On the Redeemer's breast ; 
'Mid raging storms, exults to find 
An everlasting rest. . 

3 Sorrow and fear are gone, 

Whene'er thy face appears; 
It stills the sighing orphan's moan, 
And dries the widow's tears. 

4 It hallows every cross ; 

It sweetly comfoi-ts me ; 
Makes me forget my every loss. 
And find my all in thee. 

6 Jesus, to whom I fly, 

Doth all my wishes fill ; 
What though created streams arc dry f 
I have the fountain still. 

6 Stripped of each earthly friend, 
I find them all in one. 
And peace and joy which never end. 
And heaven, in Christ, begun, 

545. 

Love of Ood. 

1 In every trying hour 
My soul to Jesus flies ; 
I trust in his almighty power. 
When swelling billows rise. 



2 His comforts bear me up ; 

I trust a faithful God ; 
The sure foundation of my hope 
Is in my Saviour's blood. 

3 Loud hallelujahs sing 

To our Redeemer's name ; 
In Joy or sorrow — life or death— 
His love is still the same. 

546. 

Kepi of Ood. 

1 What cheering words arc these ; 

Their sweetness who can tell ? 
In time and to eternal days, 
" 'T is with the righteous well." 

2 In every state secure. 

Kept as Jehovah's eye, 
'T is well with them while life endures, 
And well when called to die. 

3 Well when they see his face. 

Or sink amidst the flood ; 
Well in affliction's thorny maze, 
Or on the mount with God. 

4 'T IS well when joys arise, 

'T is well when sorrows flow, 
'T is well when darkness vails the skies^ 
And strong temptations grow. 

5 T is well when Jesus calls, 

'^ From earth and sin arise. 
To join the hosts of ransomed soolfl^ 
Made to salvation wise P 
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547. 

Adoption. 

2 Naagbt havo I of my own, 

Naught in the life I lead ; 
What Christ hath given, that alone 
. Is worth all love indeed. 

3 I rest upon the ground 

Of Jesus and his blood ; 
It is through him that I have found 
My soul's eternal good. 

4 At cost of all I have, 

At cost of life and limb, 
I cling to God who yet shall save ; — 
I will not turn from bim. 

5 His Spirit in me dwells, 

O'er all my mind he reigns ; 
My care and sadness he dispels, 
And soothes away my pains. 

6 He prospers day by day 

His work within my heart, 
Till I have strength and faith to say. 
Thou, God, my Father art 1 

548. 

1 Gracb ! 't is a charming sound I 

Harmonious to the ear ! 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 
And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived a way 

To save rebellious man ; 
And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 



3 Grace led my roving feet 

To tread the heavenly road ; 
And new supplies each hour I meet 
While pressing on to God. 

4 Grace all the work shall crown. 

Through everlasting days ; 
It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 

549. 

Adoption. 

1 Behold what wondrous grace 

The Father has bestowed 
On sinners of a mortal race, 
To call them sons of God ! 

2 Nor doth it yet appear 

How great we must be made ; 
But when wo see our Saviour here, 
We shall be like our head. 

3 A hope so much divine 

May trials well endure, 
May purge our souls from sense and sin, 
As Christ the Lord is pure. 

4 If in my Father's love 

I share a filial part, 
Send down thy Spirit, like a dove, 
To rest upon my heart 

6 We would no longer lie 

. Like slaves beneath the throne ; 
Our faith shall Abba, Father ! cry, 
And thou the kindred own. 
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950. 

Zeal. 

2 Go, labor on ; 't is not for nanght ; 
Thine earthly loss is heavenly gain : 
Men heed thee, love thee, praise thej© not ; 
The Master praises, — what are men ? 

8 Go, labor on ; enough, while here. 
If he shall praise thee, if he deign 
Thy willing heart to mark and cheer : 
No toil for him shall be in vain. 

4 Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice ; 
For toil comes rest, for exile home ; 
Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's 

voice. 
The midnight peal : " Behold, I come !" 

551. 

JAberaliiy, 

1 When Jesus dwelt in mortal clay, 
What were his works from day to day, 
But miracles of power and grace. 
That spread salvation through our race ? 

2 Teach us, O Lord, to keep in view 
Thy pattern, and .thy steps pursue ; 
Let alms bestowed, let kindness done, 
Be witnessed by each rolling sun. 

3 That man may last, but never lives, 
Who much receives, but nothing gives ; 
Whom none can love, whom none can 

thank, 
Creation's blot, creation's blank ! 

4 But he who marks, from day to day. 
In generous acts his radiant way. 
Treads the same path his Saviour trod, 
The path to glory and to God. 



559. 

Zeal. 

Go, labor on, while it is day ; 
The world's dark night is hastening on : 
Speed, speed thy work, — cast sloth away .! 
It is not thus that souls are won. 

Men die in darkness at your side. 
Without a hope to cheer the tomb : 
Take up the torch and wave it wide — 
The torch that lights time's thickest 
gloom. 

Toil on, — faint not; keep watch and pray! 
Be wise the erring soul to win ; 
Go forth into the world's highway; 
Compel the wanderer to come in. 

Go, labor on ; your hands are weak ; 
Your knees are faint, your soul cast down; 
Yet falter not ; the prize you seek 
Is near, — a kingdom and a crown ! 

553. 

The Poor, 

Thou God of hope, to thee we bow I 
Thou art our refuge in distress ; 
The Husband of the widow thou, 
The Father of the fatherless. 

The poor are thy peculiar care ; 
To them thy promises are sure : 
Thy gifts the poor in spirit share ; 
Oh ! may wo alwajrs thus be poor I 

May we thy law of love fulfill. 
To bear each other's burdens here, 
Endure and do thy righteous will, 
And walk in all thy faith and fear. 
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5S4. 

Brotherly Xindneu, 

1 Father of mercies ! send thy grace, 

All powerful from above, 
To form, in our obedient souls, 
The image of thy love. 

2 Oh, may our sympathizing breasts 

The generous pleasure know, 
Kindly to share in others' joy. 
And weep for others' woe ! 

3 When the most helpless sons of grief 

In low distress are laid, 
Soft be our hearts their pains to feel. 
And swift our hands to aid. 

4 So Jesus looked on dying men. 

When throned above the skies ; 
And raid th' embraces of his God, 
He felt compassion rise. 

6 On wings of love the Saviour flew, 
To raise us from the ground, 
And made the richest of his blood, 
A balm for every wound. 

555. 

(^arUy, 

1 Blest is the man whose softening heart 

Feels all another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating eye 
Was never raised in vain: — 

2 Whose breast expands with generous 

warmth,' 
A stranger's woes to feel ; 
And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 



3 He spreads his kind, supporting arms, 

To every child of grief; 
His secret bounty largely flows. 
And brings unasked relief. 

4 To gentle offices of love 

His feet are never slow : 
He views, through mercy's melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 

5 Peace from the bosom of his God, 

The Saviour's grace shall give ; 
And when he kneels before the throne. 
His trembling soul shall live. 

556. 

Trivial £lffbH8. 

1 SooRN not the slightest word or deed, 

Nor deem it void of power ; 
There 's fruit in each wind-waited seed. 
That waits its natal hour. 

2 A whispered word may touch the heart 

And call it back to life ; 
A look of love bid sin depart, 
And still unholy strife. 

3 No act falls fruitless ; none can tell 

How vast its power may be. 
Nor what results infolded dwell 
Within it silently. 

4 Work on, despair not, bring thy mite, 

Nor care how small it be ; 
God is with all that serve the right, 
The holy, true, and free. 
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SS7. 

Watchfulness, 

1 My soul, be on thy guard, 

Ten thousand foes arise ; 
And hosts of ^in are pressing hard 
To draw thee from the skies. 

2 Oh, watch, and fight, and pray ! 

The battle ne'er give o'er ; 
Renew it boldly every day, 
And help divine implore. 

3 Ne'er think the victory won, 

Nor once at ease sit down ; 
Thy arduous work will not be done 
Till thou obtain thy crown. 

4 Fight on, my soul, till death 

Shall bring thee to thy God ! 
He '11 take thee at thy parting breath, 
Up to his blest abode. 

558. 

Sesd'Sovoing. 

1 Sow in the morn thy seed ; 

At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed ; 
Broadcast it o'er the land I 

2 Beside all waters sow. 

The highway furrows stock, 
Drop it where thorns and thistles grow, 
Scatter it on the rock. 

3 The good, the fruitful ground 

Expect not here nor there ; 
O'er hill and dale by plots 'tis found; 
Go forth, then, everywhere. 



4 And duly shall appear. 

In verdure, beauty, strength, 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear. 
And the full corn at length. 

6 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Cold, heat and moist, and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 
For gamers in the sky. 

6 Then, when the glorious end, 
The day of God shall come, 
The angel-reapers shall descend, 
And heaven cry, " Harvest home T 

559. 

Ensrgy of Zeal, 

1 Make haste, O man, to live, 

For thou so soon must die ; 
Time hurries past thee like the breeze ; 
How swift its moments fly I 

2 To breathe, and wake, and sleep, 

To smile, to sigh, to grieve. 
To move in idleness through earth — 
This, this is not to live. 

3 Make haste, O man, to do 

Whatever must be done ; 
Thou hast no time to lose in sloth. 
Thy day will soon be gone. 

4 Up, then, with speed, and work ; 

Fling ease and self away — 
This is no time for thee to sleep — 
Up, watch, and work and pray ! 
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560. 

AcUve JSffbri. 

1 Laborers of Christ, arise, 

And gird you for the toil I 
The dew of promise from the skies 
Already cheers the soil. 

2 Go where the sick recline, 

Where mourning hearts deplore; 
And where the sons of sorrow pine, 
Dispense your hallowed lore, 

3 Be faith, which looks above. 

With prayer, your constant guest ; 
And wrap the Saviour's changeless love 
A mantle round your breast. 

4 So shall you share the wealth 

That earth may ne'er despoil. 
And the blest gospel's saving health 
Repay your arduous toil 

set. 

WaUing, 

1 Mine eyes and my desire 

Are ever to the Lord ; 
I love to plead his promises, 
And rest upon his word. 

2 Lord, turn thee to my soul ; 

Bring thy salvation near : 
When will thy hand release my feet 
From sin's destructive snare ? 

3 When shall the sovereign grace 

Of my forgiving God 
Restore me from those dangerous ways 
My wandering feet have trod ? 



4 Oh, keep my soul from death, 

Nor put my hope to .shame ! 
For I have placed my only trust 
In my Redeemer's name. 

5 With humble faith I wait 

To see thy face again ; 
Of Israel it shall ne'er be said, 
He sought the Lord in vain. 

563. 

1 Mourn for the thousands slain. 

The youthful and the strong ; 
Mourn for the wine-cnp's fearful reign, 
And the deluded throng. 

2 Mourn for the tarnished gem — 

For reason's light divine, 
Quenched from the soul's bright diadem. 
Where God had bid it shine. 

3 Mourn for the ruined soul — 

Eternal life and light 
Lost by the fiery, maddening bowl, 
And turned to helpless night. 

4 Mourn for the lost — but call, 

Call to the strong, the free ; 
Rouse them to shun that dreadful fall; 
And to the refuge flee. 

5 Mourn for the lost — but pray, 

Pray to our God above. 
To break the fell destroyer's sway, 
And show his saving love. 
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963. 

Work Encouraged, 

2 Soft descend the dews of heaven, 
Bright the rays celestial shine ; 
Precious fruits will thus be given, 
Through an influence all divine. 

8 Sow thy seed, be never weary. 
Let no fears thy soul annoy ; 
Be the prospect ne'er so dreary. 
Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy. 

4 Lo, the scene of verdure brightening I 
See the rising grain appear ; 
Look, again ! the fields are whitening, 
For the harvest time is near. 

504. 

SueceMj^om €hd. 

1 Vainly through night's weary hours, 

Keep we watch, lest foes alarm ; — 
Vain our bulwarks, and our towers, 
But for God's protecting arm. 

2 Vain were all our toil and labor, 

Did not God that labor bless ; 
Vain, without his grace and favor, 
Every talent we possess. 

3 Vainer still the hope of heaven, 

That on huitian strength relies ; 
But to him shall help be given, 
Who in humble faith applies. 

i Seek we, then, the Lord's Anointed ; 
He shall grant us peace and rest : 
Ne'er was suppliant disappointed. 
Who to Christ his prayer addressed. 



565. 

Se^'Denial. 

1 Pilgrims in this vale of sorrow, 

Pressing onward toward the prize, 
Strength and comfort here we borrow 
From the Hand that rules the skies, 

2 'Mid these scenes of self-denial. 

We are called the race to run ; 
We must meet full many a trial 
Ere the victor's crown is won. 

8 Love shall every conflict lighten, 
Hope shall urge us swifter on, 
Faith shall every prospect brighten, 
Till the morn of heaven shall dawn. 

4 On th' Eternal arm reclining, 

We at length shall win the day ; 
All the powers of earth combining. 
Shall not snatch our crown away. 

566. 

ProffrtM, 

1 Like the eagle, upward, onward. 

Let my soul in faith be borne ;• 
Calmly gazing, skyward, sunward. 
Let my eye unshrinking turn I 

2 Where the cross, God's love revealing, 

Sets the fettered spirit free, 
Where it sheds its wondrous healing. 
There, my soul, thy rest shall be I 

3 Oh, may I no longer dreaming. 

Idly waste my golden day, 
But, each precious hour redeeming^ 
Upward, onward press my wayl 
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567. 

Benevolent EJfbrta, 

1 Cast thy bread upon the waters, 

Thinking not 't is thrown away ; 
God himself saith, thou shalt gather 
It again some future day. 

2 Cast thy bread upon the waters ; 

Wildly though the billows roll, 
They but aid thee as thou toilest 
Truth to spread from pole to pole. 

3 As the seed, by billows floated, 

To some distant island lone, 
So to human souls benighted, 
That thou flingest may be borne. 

4 Cast thy bread upon the waters ; 

Why wilt thou still doubting stand ? 
Bounteous shall God send the harvest, 
If thou sow'st with liberal hand. 

6 Give then freely of thy substance — 
O'er this cause the Lord doth reign ; 
Cast thy bread, and toil with patience, 
Thou shalt labor not in vain. 

568. 

" Brother'9 Keeper P 

1 Blessi^d angels, high in heaven 

O'er the penitent rejoice ; 
Hast thou for thy brother striven 
With an importuning voice ? 

2 Art thou not thy brother's keeper? 

Canst thou not his soul obtain ? 

He that wakes his brother sleeper 

Double light himself shall gain. 



3 Ah ! how many may bo given 

To that during, fiery lake, 
Who had found a place in heaven 
Had'st thou toiled for Jesus' sake. 

4 Think how words in season spoken, 

In the sinful heart sink deep, 
And the first link may have broken 
Of the chains that round him creep. 

5 Think of that day when each brother 

To his brother shall be known : 
If thy prayers have saved another, 
God will then thy service own. 

6 Then, when ends this life's short fever, 

They, who many turn to God., 
Like the stars shall shine for ever, 
In th' eternal brotherhood ! 

569. 

Oontri^tion. 

1 With my substance I will honor 

My Redeemer and my Lord ; 
Were ten thousand worlds my manor, 
All were nothing to his word. 

2 While the heralds of salvation 

His abounding grace proclaim, 
Let his friends, of every station. 
Gladly join to spread his fame. 

3 Be his kingdom now promoted. 

Let the earth her Monarch know ; 
Be my all to him devoted ; 
To my Lord my all I owe. 
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570. 

1 My God, my Father, while I stray 

Far from my home, on life's rough way, 
Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 
" Thy will be done, thy will be done !" 

2 What though in lonely grief I sigh 
For friends beloved no longer nigh ; 
Submissive still would I reply, 

" Thy will be done, thy will bo done !" 

3 If thou should'st call me to resign 
What most I prize, — it ne'er was mine ; 
I only yield thee what was thine : 

" Thy will be done, thy will be done !" 

4 If but my fainting heart be blest 
With thy sweet Spirit for its guest, 
My God, to thee I leave the rest; 

" Thy will be done, thy will be done I" 

5 Renew my will from day to day ; 
Blend it with thine, and take away 
Whate'er now mnkes it hard to say, 
"Thy will be done, thy will be done!" 

6 Then when on earth I breathe no more. 
The prayer oft mixed with tears before 
I 'II sing upon a happier shore : 

" Thy will be done, thy will be done !" 

571. 

1 I BLKS8 thee, Lord, for sorrows sent 
To break the dream of human power. 
For now my shallow cistern 's spent, 
I find thy fount and thirst no more. 



2 I take thy hand and fears grow still ; 
Behold thy face, and doubts remove ; 
Who would not yield his wavering will 
To perfect truth and boundless love ! 

3 That truth gives promise of a dawn. 
Beneath whose light I am to see. 
When all these blinding vails are drawn, 
This was the wisest path for me. 

4 That love this restless soul doth teach 
The strength of thy eternal calm ; 
And tune its sad and broken speech, 
To sing ev'n now the angels' psalm. 

579. 

1 I CANNOT always trace the way 
Where thou. Almighty One, dost move : 
But I can always, always say, 

That God is love, that God is love. 

2 When fear her chilling mantle throws 
O'er earth, my soul to heaven above, 
As to her native home, upsprings, 
For God is love, for God is love. 

3 When mystery clouds my darkened path, 
I 'II check my dread, my doubts reprove. 
In this my soul sweet comfort hath, 
That Grod is love, that God is love. 

4 Yes, God is love ; — a thought like thas 
Can every gloomy thought remove, 
And turn all tears, all woes, to bliss, 
For God is love, for God is love. 
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573. 

1 Oh, deem not they are blest alone, 
Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep ; 
For God, who pities man, hath shown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 

2 The light of smiles shall fill again 
The lids that overflow with tears ; 
And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are promises of happier years. 

3 There is a day of sunny rest 

For every dark and troubled night ; 
And grief may bide an evening guest. 
But joy shall come with early light. 

4 Nor let the good lean's trust depart, 
• Though life its common gifts deny ; 

Though with a pierced and broken heart, 
And spurned of men, he goes to die. 

5 For God has marked each sorrowing day, 
And numbered every secret tear. 

And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay 
For all his children suffer here. 

574. 

1 Thy will be done I I will not fear 
The fate provided by thy love ; 

The' clouds and darkness shroud me here, 
I know that all is bright above. 

2 The stars of heaven are shining on, 
Tho'these frai 1 eyes are dimmed with tears. 
The hopes of earth indeed are gone. 
Bat are not ours the immortal years ? 



Father I forgive the heart that clings, 
Thus trembling, to the things of time ; 
And bid my soul, on angel wings. 
Ascend into a purer clime. 

There shall no doubts disturb its trust, 
No sorrows dim celestial love ; 
But these afflictions of the dust, 
Like shadows of the night, remove. 

Ev'n now, above, there 's radiant day. 
While clouds and darkness brood below ; 
Then, Father, joyful on my way 
To drink the bitter cup I go. 

575. 

If life in sorrow must be spent, 
So be it ; I am well content ; 
And meekly wait my last remove, 
Desiring only trustful love. 

No bliss I '11 seek, but to fulfill 
In life^ in death, thy perfect will ; 
No succors in my woes I want. 
But what my Lord is pleased to grant 

Our days are numbered : let us spare 
Our anxious hearts a needless care : 
'Tis thine to number out our days ; 
T is ours to give them to thy praise. 

Faith is our only business here — 
Faith simple, constant, and sincere; 
Oh, blessed days thy servants see 1 
Thus spent, O Lord ! in pleasing thee. 
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576. 

2 'T is not that murmuring thoughts arise, 

And dread a Father's will ; 
'T is not that meek submission flies. 
And would not suffer still. 

3 It is that heaven-born feith surveys 

The path that leads to light, 
And longs her eagle plumes to raise, 
And lose herself in sight. 

4 Oh ! let rae wing my hallowed flight 

From earth-born woe. and care, 
And soar above these clouds of night, 
My Saviour's bliss to share. 

S77. 

1 It is the Lord — enthroned in light. 

Whose claims are all divine. 
Who has an undisputed right 
To govern me and mine. 

2 It is the Lord — who gives me all — 

My wealth, my friends, my ease ; 
And of his bounties may recall 
Whatever part he please. 

3 It is the Lord — my covenant God, 

Thrice blessed be his name ; 
Whose gracious promise,8ealed with blood. 
Must ever be the same. 

4 Can I, with hopes so firmly built. 

Be sullen, or repine ? 
No — gracious God — ^take what thou wilt, 
To thee I all resign. 






578. 

I CANNOT call affliction sweet ; 

And yet 't was good to bear : 
Affliction brought me to thy feet, 

And I found comfort there. 

My wearied soul was all resigned 

To thy most gracious will : 
Oh, had I kept that better mind, 

Or been afflicted still ! 

Where are the vows which then I vowed I 
The joys which then I knew ? 

Those, vanished like the morning cloud ; 
These, like the early dew. 

Lord, grant me grace for every day. 

Whatever my state may be 
Through life, in death, with truth to say, 

" My God is all to me." 

579. 

Mr times of sorrow and of joy. 
Great God ! are in thy hand ; 

My choicest comforts come from thee. 
And go at thy command. 

If thou should'st take them all away, 

Yet would I not repine ; 
Before they were possessed by me, 

They were entirely thine. 

Nor would I drop a murmuring word, 
Though the whole world were gone, 

But seek enduring happiness. 
In thee, and thee alone. 
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580. 

2 Thou art my refuge, and I know 

My burden thou dost bear, 
And I would seek, where'er I go, 
To cast on thee my care. 

3 Thou knowest, Lord, my flesh how frail, 

Strong though my spirit be ; 

Oh ! then assist when foes assail, 

The soul that clings to thee. 

4 And, gracious Lord, whatever befall, 

A thankful heart be mine — 
A heart that answers to thy call, 
One that is wholly thine. 

5 And may I ne'er forget that thou 

Wilt soon return again. 
And those who love thy coming now 
Shall shine in glory then. 

581. 

1 When waves of trouble round me swell, 

My soul is not dismayed ; 
I hear a voice I know full well, — 
" 'T is I ; be not afraid." 

2 When black the threatening skies appear, 

And storms my path invade. 
Those accents tranquilize each fear, — 
"'TisI; be not afraid." 

3 There is a gulf that must be crossed ; 

Saviour, be near to aid ! 
Whisper, when my frail bark is tossed, — 
" 'T is I ; be not afraid." 



4 There is a dark and fearful vale. 
Death hides within its shade ; 
Oh, say, when flesh and heart shall fail, — 
" 'T is I ; be not afraid." 



589. 

1 I WORSHIP thee, sweet Will of God I 

And all thy ways adore ; 
And every day 1 live, I long 
To love thee more and more. 

2 Man's weakness, waiting upon God, 

Its end can never miss ; 
For man on earth no work can do 
More angel-like than this. 

3 He always wins who sides with God, 

To him no chance is lost ; 
God's will is sweetest to him, when 
It triumphs at his cost. 

4 HI, that God blesses, is our good. 

And unblest good is ill ; 
And all is right that seems most wrong, 
If it be his dear will ! 

5 When obstacles and trials seem 

Like prison-walls to be, 
I do the little I can do. 
And leave the rest' to thee. 

6 I have no cares, blessed Will 1 

For all my cares are thine ; 
I live in triumph. Lord ! for thou 
Hast made thy triumphs mine. 
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583. 

2 But thou wilt heal the broken heart. 

Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

3 When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And ev'n the hope that threw 

A moment's sparkle o'er our tears 

Is dimmed and vanished too ; 

4 Oh, who would bear life's stormy doom. 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 
Our peace-branch from above ? 

5 Then sorrow touched by thee grows 

bright, 
With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light 
We never saw by day. 

584. 

1 One prayer I have — all prayers in one — 

When I am wholly thine ; 
Thy will, my God, thy will be done, 
And let that will be mine. 

2 All-wise, almighty, and all-good, 

In thee I firmly trust ; 
Thy ways, unknown or understood, 
Are merciful and just. 

3 May I remember that to thee- 

Whate'er I have I owe ; 
And back, in guktitude, from me 
May all thyHSkinties flow. 



And though thy wisdom takes away. 

Shall I arraign thy will ? 
No, let me bless thy name, and say, 

" The Lord is gracious still." 

A pilgrim through the earth I roam, 

Of nothing long possessed ; 
And all must fail when I go home, 

For this is not my rest. 

585. 

THOU whose gently chastening hand 
In mercy deals the blow ! 

Make but thy servant understand 
Wherefore thou Jay est me low I 

1 ask thee not the rod to spare 

While thus thy love I see ; 
But oh ! let every suffering bear 
Some message. Lord, from thee I 

Perhaps an erring wish I knew 

To» read my future fate. 
And thou wouldst say : ^ Thy daya aro 
lew, 

And vain thy best estate." 

Perhaps thy glory seemed my choice, 

While I secured my own. 
And thus my kind Reprover's voice 

Tells me he works alone ! 

Oh ! siJence thou this murmuring will, 
Nor bid thy rough wind stay, 

Till with a furnace better still 
My dross is purged away I 
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586. 

X Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 
And all the world go free I 
No, there 's a cross for every one, 
And there 's a cross for me. 

2 Tho consecrated cross I '11 bear, 

Till death shall set me free, 
And then go home my crown to wear. 
For there 'b a crown for me. 

3 Upon the crystal pavement, down 

At Jesus* pierced feet. 
Joyful, I Ml cast my golden crown, 
And his dear name repeat. 

4 And palms shall wave, and harps shall 

ring, 
Beneath heaven's arches high ; . 

The Lord that lives, the ransomed sing. 

That lives no more to die. 

6 Oh, precious cross ! Oh, glorious crown! 
Oh, resurrection day ! 
Ye angels, from the stars come down. 
And bear my soul away. 

S87. 

1 Jesus, in sickness and in pain. 

Be near to succor me ; 
My sinking spirit still sustain : 
To thee I turn, to thee. 

2 When earee and sorrows thicken round, 

And nothing bright I see, 
^n thee alone can help be found ; 
To thee I turn, to thee. 



3 Should strong temptations fierce assail. 

And Satan buffet me. 
Then in thy strength will I prevail. 
While still I turn to thee. 

4 Through all my pilgrimage below. 

Whatever my lot may be. 
In joy or sadness, weal or woe, 
Jesus, I '11 turn to thee. 



S88. 

1 When languor and disease invade 

This trembling house of clay, 
'T is sweet to look beyond my pain, 
And long to fly away ; 

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend 

The whispers of his love ; 
Sweet to look upward to the place 
Where Jesus pleads above ; / 

3 Sweet on his faithfulness to rest^ 

Whose love can never end ; 
Sweet on his covenant of grace 
For all things to depend ; 

4 Sweet, in the confidence of &ith, 

To trust his firm decrees ; 
Sweet to lie passive in his hands. 
And know no will but his. 

5 If such the sweetness of the streams. 

What must the fountain be. 
Where saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately from thee ! 



188 



CAPELLO. &,M. 




CHRISTIAN. 

\ 



CiNTICA LAUBIB. 



T 




H 



■g. SJ 



m 



*= 



"sf 



1. Oh, throw a - ■way thy rodl 

Q. 



m^tt=f 



Oh, throw a - way thy wrath I 

/2. 




My gra-ciou8 Sa - viour and my God, 



Oh, take the gen - tie path ! 

/Q O- 




589. 

2 Thou seest my heart's desire 

StiU'unto thee is bent ; 
Still does my longing soul aspire 
To an entire consent. 

3 Although I fail, I weep ; 

Although I halt in pace, 
Yet still with trembling steps I creep 
TJnto the throne of grace. 

4 Oh, then let wrath remove ; 

For love will do the deed ; 
Love will the conquest gain ; with love 
Ev'n stony hearts will bleed. 

5 Oh, throw away thy rod ! 

What though man frailties hath ? 
Thou art my Saviour and my God ; 
Oh, throw away thy wrath I 

590. 

1 It 18 thy hand, ray God ; 

My sorrow comes from thee : 
I bow beneath thy chastening rod, 
'T is love that bruises me. 

2 I would not murmur, Lord ; 

Before thee I am dumb : 
Lest I should breathe one murmuring 
word, 
To thee for help I come. 

3 My God, thy name is Love ; 

A Father's hand is thine ; 
With tearful eyes I look above. 
And cry, " Thy will be mine !" 



4 I know thy will is right. 

Though it may seem severe ; 
Thy path is still unsullied light, 
Though dark it oft appear. 

5 Jesus for me hath died ; 

Thy Son thou didst not spare : 
His pierced hands, his bleeding side 
Thy love for me declare. 

6 Here my poor heart can rest ; 

My God, it cleaves to thee : 
Thy will is love, thine end is bleet^ 
AH work for good to me. 



591. 

Thy way, not mine, O Lord, 

However dark it be ! 
Lead me by thy own faithful hand, 

Choose out the path for me. 

Smooth let it be or rough. 

It will be still the best. 
Winding or straight, it matters not, • 

It leads me -to thy rest. 

I dare not choose my lot : 

I would not if I might; 
Choose thou for me, my gracious God, 

So shall I walk aright. 

The kingdom that I seek 

Is thine ; so let the way 
That leads to it be truly thine, 

Else I must surely stray. 
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59». 

1 How tender is thy hand, 

O thou beloved Lord ! 
Afflictions come at thy command, 
And leave us at thy word. 

2 How orentle was the rod 

That chastened us for sm ! 
How soon we found a smiling God, 
Where deep distress had been ! 

3 A Father's hand we felt, 

A Father's heart we knew ; 
With tears of penitence we knelt, 
And found his word was true. 

4 We told hiui all our grief, 

We thought of Jesus' love ; 

A sense of pardon brought relief, 

And bade our pains remove. 

5 Now we will bless the Lord, 

And in his strength confide ; 
Forever be his name adored ; 
For there is none beside. 

593. 

1 " My times are in thy hand :" 

My God ! I wish them there ; 
My life, my friends, my soul, I leave 
Entirely to thy care. 

2 " My times are in thy hand," 

Whatever they may be ; 
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright. 
As best may seem to thee. 



3 " My times are in thy hand ;" — 

Why should I doubt or fear? 
My Father's hand will never cause 
His child a needless tear. 

4 " My times are in thy hand," — 

Jesus, the crucified ! 
The hand my cruel sins had pierced, 
Is now my guard and guide. 

5 " My times are in thy hand ;" 

I '11 always trust in thee ; 
And, after death, at thy right hand 
I shall forever be. 

594. 

1 When overwhelmed with grief. 

My heart within me dies ; 

Helpless, and far from all relief. 

To heaven I lift mine eyes. 

2 Oh, lead me to the Rock 

That's high above my head. 
And make the covert of thy wings 
My shelter and my shade. 

3 Within thy presence, Lord, 

Forever I '11 abide ; 
Thou art the tower of my defense, 
The refuge where I hide. 

4 Thou givest me the lot 

Of those that fear thy name ; 
If endless life be their reward, 
I shall possess the same. 
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595. 

2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed ; 
On Jesus cast thy weighty load ; 
In him thy refuge find, thy rest. 
Safe in the mercy of thy God ; 
Thy God 's thy Saviour — glorious word ! 
Forever love and praise the Lord. 

596. 

1 When gathering clouds around I view, 
And days are dark, and friends are few. 
On him I lean, who, not in vain. 
Experienced every human pain ; 

He sees my wants, allays my fears, 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

2 If aught should tempt my soul, to stray 
From heavenly virtue's narrow way, — 
To fly the good I would pursue, 

Or do the sin I would not do, — 
Still he, who felt temptation's power, 
Shall guard mc in that dangerous hour. 

3 When sorrowing o'er some stone I bend. 
Which covers all that was a friend. 
And from his voice, his hand, his smile, 
Divides me, for a little while, 

My Saviour sees the tears I shed. 
For Jesus wept o'er Lazarus dead. 



And oh I when I have safely passed 
Through every conflict, but the last, — 
Still, still unchanging, watch beside 
My painful bed, — ^for thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day, 
And wipe my latest tear away. 

597. 

1 When adverse winds and waves arise, 
And in my heart despondence sighs ; 
When life her throng of cares reveals. 
And weakness o'er my spirit steals, 
Grateful I hear the kind decree, 

That " as my day, my strength shall be." 

2 When, with sad footsteps, memory rovea 
'Mid smitten joys and buried loves, 
When sleep my tearful pillow flies, 
And dewy morning drinks my sighs. 
Still to thy promise. Lord ! I flee. 

That " as my day, my strength shall be.** 

3 One trial more must yet be past, 
One pang — the keenest and the last ; 
And when, with brow convulsed and pale^ 
My feeble, quivering heart-strings fail, 
Redeemer I grant my soul to see 
That " as her day, her strength shall be,** 
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S9S. 

2 The pleasures that deceived me 

My soul no more can charm ; 
Of rest they have bereaved me, 

And filled me with alarm : 
The objects I have cherished 

Are empty as the wind ; 
My earthly joys have perished, — 

What comfort shall I find ? 

S If inward still inquiring 

I turn my searching eye. 
Or upward now aspirmg, 

I raise my feeble cry, 
No heavenly light is beaming 

To cheer my troubled breast ; 
No ray of comfort gleaming 

To give my spirit rest 

4 Oh ! from this dreadful anguish 

Is there no refuge nigh ? 
'T is guilt that makes me languish, 

And leaves me thus to die : 
I will renounce my folly 

Before the throne of grace ; 
And make the Lord most holy 

My strength and righteousness. 



S99. 

1 Lord God of my salvation, 

To thee, to thee I cry ; 
Oh, let my supplication 

Arrest thine ear on high ! 
Distresses round me thicken. 

My life draws nigh the grave, 
Descend, Lord, to quicken. 

Descend my soul to save. 

2 Thy wrath lies hard upon me. 

Thy billows o'er me roll ; 
My friends all seem to shun me. 

And foes beset my soul. 
Where'er on earth I turn me. 

No comforter is near : 
Wilt thou, my Father, spuru me, 

Wilt thou refuse to hear ? 

3 No! banished and heart-broken, 

My ^ul still clings to thee ; 
The promise thou hast spoken, 

Still, still my refuge be; 
To present ills and terrors. 

My future joy increase, 
And scourge me from my errors 

To duty, hope, and peace. 
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600. 

JllinUtry, 

2 Clothe thou with energy divine 

Their words, and let those words be thine ; 
Teach them immortal souls to gain, 
Nor let them labor, Lord, in vain. 

I Let thronging multitudes around 
Hear from their lips the joyful sound ; 
And light thro' distant realms be spread, 
Till Zion rears her drooping head. 

601. 

Dedication. 

I Oh, bow thine ear. Eternal One ! 
On thee our heai-t adoring calls ; 
To thee the followers of thy Son 
Have raised, and now devote these walls. 

*A Here let thy holy days be kept ; 
And be this place to worehip given, 
Like that bright spot where Jacob slept, 
The house of God, the gate of heaven. 

3 Here may thine honor dwell ; and here, 
As incense, let thy children's prayer. 
From contrite hearts and lips sincere, 
Eise on the still and holy air. 

4 Here be thy praise devoutly sung ; 
Here let thy truth beam forth to save. 
As when, of old, thy Spirit hung. 

On wings of light, o'er Jordan's wave. 

5 And when the lips, that with thy name 
Are vocal now, to dust shall turn. 

On others mav devotion's flame 
Be kindled here, and purely burn I 
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609. 

Seeking a Pastor. 

O Lord, thy pitying eye surveys 
Our wandering paths, our trackless ways : 
Send forth, in love, thy truth and light. 
To guide our doubtful footsteps right. 
In humble faith, behold we wait : 
On thee we call at mercy's gate ; 
Our drooping hearts, O God ! sustain, — 
Shall Israel seek thy face in vain ? 

Lord 1 in ways of peace return. 
Nor let thy flock neglected mourn ; 
May our blest eyes a shepherd see, 
Dear to our souls, and dear to thee. 

603. 

Welooming a Potior. 

Wb bid thee welcome in the name 
Of Jesus, our exalted Head ; 
Come as a servant : so he came. 
And we receive thee in his stead. 

Come as a shepherd ; guard and keep 
This fold from hell, and earth, and sin ; 
Nourish the lambs, and feed the sheep. 
The wounded heal, the lost bring in. 

Come as a teacher, sent from God, 
Charged his whole counsel to declare ; 
Lift o'er our ranks the prophet's rod. 
While we uphold thy hands with prayer. 

Come as a messenger of peace. 
Filled with the Spirit, fired with love I 
Live to behold our large increase, 
And die to meet us all above. 
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604. 

Ministry. 

2 To win them from the fatal way 
Where erring folly thoughtless roves, 
And that blest righteousness display 
"Which Jesus wrought and God approves. 

3 The shining firmament shall fade, 
And sparkling stars resign their light ; 
But these shall know nor change nor 

shade, 
Forever fair, forever bright. 

605. 

Oonvocaiian of MiniiUrs, 

1 Pour out thy Spirit from on high ; 
Lord ! thine assembled servants bless ; 
Graces and gifts to each supply, 

And clothe thy priests with righteousness. 

2 Within thy temple where we stand. 
To teach the truth as taught by thee, 
Saviour ! like stars in thy right hand. 
The angels of the churches be ! 

3 Wisdom and zeal, and faith impart. 
Firmness with meekness from above, 
To bear thy people on our hearts, 
And love the souls whom thou dost 

love : — 

4 To watch and pray, and never faint ; 
By day and night strict guard to keep ; 
To warn the sinner, cheer the saint, 
Nourish thy lambs, and feed thy sheep. 

6 Then, when onr work is finished here. 
In humble hope, our charge resign : 
When the chief Shepherd shall appear, 
O God ! may they and we be thine. 



606. 

Prayer /or Pastor. 

1 With heavenly power, O Lord, defend 
Him whom we now to thee commend ; 
Thy faithful messenger secure. 
And make him to the end endure. 

2 Gird him with all-sufiicient grace ; 
Direct his feet in paths of peace ; 
Thy truth and faithfulness fulfill. 
And arm him to obey thy will. 

607. 

For Dedication. 

1 The perfect world, by Adam trod, 
Was the first temple built to God ; 
His fiat laid the corner-stone, 
And heaved its pillars one by one, 

2 He hung its starry roof on high — 
The broad, illimitable sky ; 
He spread its pavement, green and bright, 
And curtained it with morning light. 

) The mountains in their places stood. 
The sea — the sky — and " all was good ;** 
And when its first few praises rang. 
The " morning stars together sang." 

i Lord, 't is not ours to make the sea. 
And earth, and sky, a house for thee ; 
But in thy sight our offering stands — 
An humbler temple, " made with hands.^* 

5 We cannot bid the morning star 
To sing how brightHhy glories are ; 
But, Lord, if thou wilt meet us here, 
Thy praise shall be the Christian's tear. 
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608. 

Far Dedication. 

1 O THOU, whose own vast temple stands, 

Built over earth and sea, 
Accept the walls that human hands 
Have raised to worship thee. 

2 Lord, from thine inmost glory send, 

Within these courts to bide, , 
The peace that dwelleth without end, 
Serenely by thy side 1 

3 May erring minds that worship here 

Be taught the better way ; 
And they who mourn, and they who fear, 
Be strengthened as they pray. 

4 May faith grow firm, and love grow warm, 

And pure devotion rise. 
While round these hallowed walls the 
storm 
Of earth-born passion dies. 

009. 

For Organisation. 

1 Church of the ever-living God, 

The Father's gracious choice, 
Amid the voices of this earth 
How feeble is thy voice ! 

2 A little flock ! — so calls he thee 

Who bought thee with his blood ; 
A little flock, disowned of men, 
But owned and loved of God. 

3 Not many rich or noble called. 

Not many great or wise ; 
They whom God makes his kings and 
priests 
Are poor in human eyes. 



4 But the chief Shepherd comes at length ; 

Their feeble days are o'er, 
No more a handful in the earth, 
A little flock no more. 

5 No more a lily among thorns, 

Weary and faint and few ; 
But countless as the stars of heaven. 
Or as the early dew. 

6 Then entering th' eternal halls. 

In robes of victory. 
That mighty multitude shall keep 
The joyous jubilee. 

610. 

For Organiaation, 

1 Oh, where are kings and empires now 

Of old that went and came ? 
But, Lord, thy church is praying yet, 
A thousand years the same. 

2 We mark her goodly battlements, 

And her foundations strong ; 
We hear within the solemn voice 
Of her unending song. 

3 For not like kingdoms of the world 

Thy holy church, God ! 
Though earthquake shocks are threaten* 
ing her. 
And tempests are abroad ; 

4 Unshaken as eternal hills, 

Immovable she stands, 
A mountain that shall fill the earth, 
A house not made by hands. 
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oil. 

2 Lo ! such the child whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod, 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 
Is upward drawn to God, 

3 By cool Siloam's shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose, that blooms beneath the hill. 
Must shortly fade away. 

4 O thou who givest life and breath, 

We seek thy grace alone. 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 
To keep us still thine own. 

«1».* 

1 Come, Holy Spirit, from on high ; 

Baptizer of our spirits thou ! 
The sacramental seal apply. 

And witness with the water now, 

2 Exert thy energy divine, 

And sprinkle the atoning blood ; 
May Father, Son, and Spirit, join 
To seal this child, a child of God. 

613. 

1 " FpRBiD them not," the Saviour cried, 

" But suffer them to come ;" 
Ah, then maternal tears were dried, 
And unbelief was dumb. 

2 Lord, we believe, and we obey ; 

We bring them at thy word ; 
Be thou our children's strength and stay, 
Their portion and reward. 
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614. 



1 See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand. 
With all-engaging charms ; 

Hark ! how he calls the tender lambs, 
And folds them in his arms 1 , 

2 " Permit them to approach," he cries, 
" Nor scorn their humble name ; 

It was to bless such souls as these 
The Lord of angels came." 

3 We bring them, Lord, with fervent 
prayer. 

And yield them up to thee ; 
Joyful tiiat we ourselves are thine, 
Thine let our offspring be ! 

eis. 

1 How large the promise ! how divine I 
To Abr'ham and his seed : 

"I '11 be a God to thee and thine, 
Supplying all their need." 

2 The words of his extensive love 
From age to age endure : 

The angel of the covenant proves, 
And seals the blessings sure. 

3 Jesus the ancient faith confirms 
To our great fathers given ; 

He takes young children to his arms, 
And calls them heirs of heaven. 

4 Our God ! — ^how faithful are his ways I 
His love endures the same ; 

Nor from the promise of his grace 
Blots out the children's name. 
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016. 

1 This child we dedicate to thee, 
O God of grace and purity ! 

Shield it from sin and threatening wrong, 
And let thy love its life prolong. 

2 Oh, may thy Spirit gently draw 
Its willing soul to keep thy law ; 
May virtue, piety, and truth, 
Dawn even with its dawning youth. 

3 We, too, before thy gracious sight. 
Once shared the blest baptismal rite, 
And would renew its solemn vow 
With love, and thanks, and praises, now. 

4 Grant that, with true and faithful heart, 
We still may act the Christian's part^ 
Cheered by each promise thou hast given. 
And laboring for the prize in heaven. 

«ir. 

1 Obedient to our Zion's King, 
We to his holy laver bring 

These happy converts, who have known 
And trusted in his grace alone. 

2 Lord, in thy house they seek thy face ; 
Oh, bless them with peculiar grace ; 
Refresh their souls with love aivine ; 
Let beams of glory round them shine. 

3 Ye, who your native vileness mourn, 
And to the great Redeemer turn. 
Arise, his gracious call obey, 

And be baptized without delay. 



r 

618. 

1 O Lord ! encouraged by thy grace, 
We bring our infant to thy throne ; 
Give it within thy heart a place. 
Let it be thine, and thine alone. 

2 Wash it from every stain of guilt. 
And let this child be sanctified ; 

Lord ! thou canst cleanse it, if thou wilt, 
And all its native evils hide. 

3 We ask not, for it, earthly bliss. 
Or, earthly honors, wealth or fame: 
The sum of our request is this — 
That it may love and fear thy name. 

619. 

1 Dear Saviour, if these lambs should stray, 
From thy secure inclosure's bound, 
And, lured by worldly joys awa}'^, 
Among the thoughtless crowd be found ; 

2 Remember still that they are thine. 
That thy dear sacred name they bear ; 
Think that the seal of love divine, 
The sign of covenant grace they wear. 

3 In all their erring, sinful years, 
Oh ! let them ne'er forgotten be ; ' 
Remember all the prayers and tears 
Which made them consecrate to thee. 

4 And when these lips no more can pray. 
These eyes can weep for them no more. 
Turn thou their feet from folly's way ; 
The wanderers to thy fold restore. 
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630. 

1 Oh ! the sweet wonders of that cross 
Where ray Redeemer loved and died ! 
Her noblest life my spirit draws 

From his dear wounds, and bleeding side. 

2 I would forever speak his name 

In sounds to mortal ears unknown ; 
With angels join to praise the Lamb, 
And worship at his Father's throne. 

1 Lord, I am thine, entirely thine. 
Purchased and saved by blood divine! 
With full consent thine I would be, 
And own thy sovereign right in me. 

2 Grant one poor sinner more a place, 
Among the children of thy grace ; 
A wretched sinner, lost to God, 
But ransomed by ImmanueFs blood. 

3 Thine would I live, thine would I die, 
Bo thine through all eternity ; 

"The vow is passed beyond repeal; 
Now will I set the solemn seal. 

4 Here at that cross where flows the blood 
That bought my guilty soul for God ; 
Thee, my new Master, now I call, 
And consecrate to thee my all. 

5 Do thou assist a feeble worm. 
The great engagement to perform ; 
Thy grace can full assistance lend, 
And on that grace I dare depend. 



639. 

1 Wb pray thee, wounded Lamb of God, 
Cleanse us in thy atoning blood ; 
Grant us by faith to view thy cross, 
Then life or death is gain to us. 

2 Take our poor hearts and let them bo 
Forever closed to all but thee ; 

Seal thou our breasts, and let us wear 
That pledge of love forever there. 

693. 

1 My gracious Lord, I own thy right 
To every service 1 can pay. 

And call it my supreme delight 
To hear thy dictates and obey. 

2 What is my being, but for thee, 
Its sure support, its noblest end ? 
Thine ever smiling face to see, 

And serve the cause of such a Friend. 

3 I would not breathe for worldly joy, 
Or to increase my worldly good ; 
Nor future days nor powers employ 
To spread a sounding name abroad. 

4 'T is to my Saviour I would live, 
To him who for my ransom died ; 
Nor could the bowers of Eden give 
Such bliss as blossoms at his side. 

5 His work my hoary a^e shall blesa, 
When youthful vigor is no more ; 
And my last hour of life confess 
His dying love, his saving power. 
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«»4. 

1 According to tliy gracious word, 

In meek humility, 
This will I do, my dying Lord ! 
I will remember thee. 

2 Thy body, broken for my sake. 

My bread from heaven shall be ; 
Thy testamental cup I take, 
And thus remember thee. 

3 Gethsemane can I forget ? 

Or there thy conflict see. 
Thine agony and bloody sweat — 
And not remember thee ? 

4 When to the cross I turn my eyes. 

And rest on Calvary, 
O Lamb of God ! my sacrifice, 
I must remember thee ! 

5 Remember thee and all thy pains. 

And all thy love to me ; 
Yea, while I oreathe, a pulse remains. 
Will I remember thee. 

6 And when these failing lips grow dumb, 

And mind and memory flee. 
When in thy kingdom thou shalt come, 
Jesus, remember me ! 

695. 

1 Jesus, at whose supreme command, 
We now approach to God, 
Before us in thy vesture stand. 
Thy vesture dipped in blood. 



2 Now, Saviour, now thyself reveal, 

And make thy nature known ; 
Affix thy blessed Spirit's seal. 
And stamp us for thine own. 

3 Obedient to thy gracious Avord, 

We break the hallowed bread, 
Commemorate our dying Lord, 
And trust on thee to feed. 

4 The cup of blessing, blest by thee, 

Let it thy blood impart ; 
The broken bread thy body be. 
To cheer each languid heart 

696. 

1 Oppressed with noon-day's scorchinjEy 

heat, 
To yonder cross I flee ; 
Beneath its shelter take my seat : 
No shade like this for me ! 

2 Beneath that cross clear waters burst-^ 

A fountain sparkling free; 
And there I quench my desei-t thirst t 
No spring like this for me ! 

3 A stranger here, I pitch my tent 

Beneath this spreading tree ; 
Here shall my pilgrim life be spent. 
No home like this for me ! 

4 For burdened ones a resting-place, 

Beside that cross I sec ; 

I here cast off my weariness : 

No rest like this for me I 
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6»7. 

2 While all our hearts, and all our songs, 

Join to admire the feast, 
Each of us ones, with thankful tongue, — 
" Lord, why was I a guest I 

3 " Why was I made to hear thy voice, 

And enter while there 's room, 
When thousands make a wretched choice, 
And rather starve than come ?" 

4 'T was the same love that spread the feast, 

That sweetly drew us in ; 
Else we had still refused to taste. 
And perished in our sin. 

6 Pity the nations, O our God 1 
Constrain the earth to come ; 
Send thy victorious word abroad. 
And bring the strangers home. 

6 We long to see thy churches full, 
That all the chosen race 
May, with one voice and heart and soul, 
Sing thy redeeming grace. 

1 Prepare us, Lord, to view thy cross, 

Who all our griefs hast borne ; 
. To look on thee, whom we have pierced — 
To look on thee, and mourn. 

2 While thus we mourn, we would rejoice. 

And, as thy cross We see, 
Let ^ach exclaim in faith and hope — 
^*The Saviour died for me 1" 



699. 

1 Together with these symbols. Lord, 

Thy blessed self impart ; 
And let thy holy flesh and blood 
Feed the believing heart. 

2 Let us from all our sins be washed 

In thy atoning blood ; 
And let thy Spirit be the seal 
That we are born of God. 

3 Come, Holy Ghost, with Jesus' love, 

Prepare us for this feast ; 
Oh ! let us banquet with our Lord, 
And lean upon his breasts 



030. 

1 If human kindness meets return, 

And owns the grateful tie ; 
If tender thoughts within us burti, 
To feel a friend is nigh ; — 

2 Oh, shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To him, who died, our feara to quell — 
Who bore our guilt and woe ! 

3 While yet in anguish he surveyed 

Those pangs he would not flee. 
What love his latest words displayed, — 
" Meet and remember me !" 

4 Remember thee — thy death, thy shame. 

Our sinful hearts to share ! — 
memory ! leave no other name 
But his recorded there. 
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631. 

1 Cross, reproach, and tribtilation ! 

Ye to me are welcome giiestB, 
When I have this conaolation, 
That ray Boul in Jesus rests. 

2 The reproach, of Christ is glorious ! 

Those who here his burden bear, 
In the end shall prove victorious, 
And eternal gladness share. 

3 Bear, then, the reproach of Jesns, 

Ye who live a life of faith I 

Lift triumphant songs and praises 

Ev'n in martj'rdona and death. 

4 Bonds and stripes, and evil storj-, 

Arc our honorable crowns ; 
Pain is peace, and shame is glorj', 
Gloomy dungeons are as thrones. 

633. 

1 Jesus spreads his banner o'er us. 

Cheers our famished souls with food ; 
He the banquet spreads before us, 
Of his mystic lleah and blood. 

2 Precious hanquet ; bread of heaven ; 

Wine of gladness, flowing free ; 
May we taste it, kindly given, 

e, Lord, of thee! 



mber tfaec. 



3 In thy trial and rejection ; 

\w thy suiferinga on the tree ; 
In thy glorious resurrection ; 
May we, Lord, i 



633. 

1 From the table now retiring, 

Which for us the Lord hath spread, 
May our souls, refreshment firidiug. 
Grow in all things like our Head ! 

2 His example by beholding. 

May our lives his image bear ; 

Him our Jjord and Master calling, 

His commauds may we revere. 

3 Love to God and man displaying. 

Walking steadfast in his way, 
Joy attend us in believing, 

Peace from God through endless day, 

4 Praise and honor to the Father, 

Praise and honor to the Son, 

Praise and honor to the Spirit, 

Ever Three and ever One, 

634. 

1 While in sweet communion feeding 

On this earthly bread and wine, 

Saviour, may we see thee bleeding 

Oo the cross, to make us thine, 

3 Though unseen, now be thou n 

With the still small \ 

Whispering words of peace to cheer ns 

Every doubt and fear n 

3 Bring before us all the story, 

Of thy life and death c 

And with hopes of endless glory, 

' Wean our hearts from all below. 
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635. 

1 Bread of heaven ! on thee we feed, 
For thy flesh is meat indeed : 
Ever let our souls be fed 

With this true and living bread ! 

2 Vine of heaven ! thy blood supplies 
This blest cup of sacrifice : 

Lord ! thy wounds our healing give, 
To thv cross we look and live. 

3 Day by day with strength supplied, 
Through the life of him who died : 
Lord of life ! oh, let us be 
Rooted, grafted, built on thee I 

636. 

1 Jesus, Master ! hear me now, 
While I would renew my vow, 
And record thy dying love ; 
Hear, and help me from above. 

2 Feed me, Saviour, with this bread. 
Broken in thy body's stead ; 
Cheer my spirit with this wine. 
Streaming like that blood of thine, 

3 And as now I eat and drink. 
Let me truly, sweetly think. 
Thou didst hang upon thfe tree. 
Broken, bleeding, there — for me ! 

637. 

1 Holy Lamb, who thee receive. 
Who in thee begin to live. 
Day and night they cry to thee, 
" As thou art, so let us be ! " 



2 Gladly would we now be clean ; 
Cleanse us, Lord, from every sin : 
Fix, oh, fix our wavering mind I 
To thy cross our spirit bind. 

3 Dust and ashes though we be, 
Full of sin and misery. 

Thine we are, thou Son of God : 
Take the purchase of thy blood ! 

638. 

1 At the Lamb's high feast we sing. 
Praise to our victorious King, 
Who hath washed us in the tide. 
Flowing from his wounded side. 

2 Praise we him, whose love divine 
Gives his saqred blood for wine, 
Gives his body for the feast, 
Christ the victim, Christ the Priest. 

3 Where the Paschal blood is poured. 
Death's dark angel sheaths his sword ; 
Israel's hosts triumphant go 
Through the wave that drowns the foo. 

4 Christ, our Paschal Lamb, is slain, 
Holy victim, without stain ; 
Death and hell defeated lie. 
Heaven unfolds its gates on high. 

6 Hymns of glory and of praise, 
Father, unto thee we raise ; 
Risen Lord, all praise to thee. 
With the Spirit ever be. 
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639. 

1 Rock of Ages, cleft for me ! 
Let me hide myself in thee ; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From thy wounded side that flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure ; 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

2 Not the labor of my hands 
Can fulfill the law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forev'er flow, 
All for sin could not atone. 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 

3 Nothing in ray hand I bring, 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to thee for dress, 
Helpless, look to thee for grace, 
Vile, I to the fountain fly. 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die ! 

4 "While I draw this fleeting breath. 
When my eyelids close in death. 
When I soar to worlds unknown. 
See thee on thy iudgment-throne. 
Bock of Ages, cleft for me 1 

Let me hide myself in thee. 

640. 

1 From the cross uplifted bigh, 
Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melodious sounds we hear. 
Bursting on the ravished ear I — 
" Love's redeeming work is done — 
Come and welcome, sinner, come ! 



2 " Sprinkled now with blood the throne — 
Why beneath thy burdens groan ? 

On my pierced body laid. 
Justice owns the ransom paid — 
Bow the knee, and kiss the Son — 
Come and welcome, sinner, come ! 

3 " Spread for thee, the festal board 
See with richest bounty stored ; 
To thy Father's bosom pressed. 
Thou shalt be a child confessed, 
Never from his house to roam ; 
Come and welcome, sinner, come ! 

4 " Soon the days of life shall end — 
Lo, I come — your Saviour, Friend I 
Safe your spirit to convey 

To the realms of endless day, 

Up to my eternal home — 

Come and welcome, sinner, come I** 

641. 

1 Ye who in these courts are found. 
Listening to the joyful sound, — 
Lost and helpless, as ye are. 
Sons of sorrow, sin, and care, — 
Glorify the King of Kings, 

Take the peaKse the gospel brings. 

2 Turn to* Christ your longing eye^ 
View his Ueeding sacrifice ; 
See, in him your sins forgiven, 
Pardon, holiness, and heaven : 
Glorify the King of kings. 
Take the peace the gospel bringiw 
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Let us now thy full - ness see, 



Whfle we here con-verse with thee ; 




649. 

2 While we thus, with glad accord 
Meet around thy table, Lord, 
Bid us feast with joy divine, 

On th' appointed bread and wine : 
Emblems may they truly prove 
Of the Saviour's bleeding love. 

3 Weak, unworthy, sinful, vile. 
Yet we seek thy heavenly smile : 
Canst thou all our sins forgive ? 
Dost thou bid us look and live ? 
Lord, we wonder and adore! 
Oh, for grace to love thee more ! 

643. 

1 Son of God ! to thee I cry : 
By the holy mystery 

Of thy dwelling here on earth, 
By thy pure and holy birth. 
Blear, oh, hear my lowly plea , 
Manifest thyself to me ! 

2 Lamb of God ! to thee I cry : 
By thy bitter agony, 

By thy pangs to us unknown, 
By thy spirit's parting groan, 
Hear, oh, hear my lowly plea : 
Manifest thyself to me ! 

3 Prince of Life 1 to thee I cry : 
By thy glorious majesty, 

By thy triumph o'er the grave. 
Meek to 8u£fer, strong to save, 
Hear, oh, hear my fervid plea : 
Manifest thyself to me I 



4 Lord of glory, God most high ! 
Man exalted to the sky. 
With thy love my bosom fill ; 
Prompt me to perform thy will : 
Then thy glory I shall see — 
Thou wilt bring me home to thee. 

644. 

1 Blessed Saviour ! thee I love. 
All my other joys above ; 

All my hopes in thee abide. 
Thou my hope, and naught beside : 
Ever let my glory be. 
Only, only, only thee. 

2 Once again beside the cross, 

All my gain I count but loss ; v 
Earthly pleasures fade away, — \ 
Clouds they are that hide my day : 
Hence, vain shadows ! let me see 
Jesus crucified for me. 

3 From beneath that thorny crowa 
Trickle drops of cleansing down ; 
Pardon from thy pierced hand 
Now I take, while here I stand : 
Only then I live to thee. 
When thy wounded side I see, 

4 Bless6d Saviour ! thine am I, 
Thine to live, and thine to die ; 
Height or depth, or earthly power 
Ne'er shall hide ray Saviour more : 
Ever shall my glory be. 

Only, only, only thee I 
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645. 

2 Before the mournful scene began, 

He took the bread, and blessed and brake ; 
What love through all his actions ran ! 
What wondrous words of grace he spake ! 

3 " This is my body broke for sin : 
Keceive and eat the living food ;" 
Then took the cup and blessed the wine ; 
" 'T is the new covenant in my blood." 

4 " Do this, (he cried,) 'till time shall end. 
In memory of your dying Friend ; 
Meet at my table, and record 

The love of your departed Lord." 

5 Jesus, thy feast we celebrate, 

We show thy death, we sing thy name, 
'Till thou return, and we shall eat 
The marriage supper of the Lamb. 

046. 

1 Here we have seen tiiy face, O Lord, 
And viewed salvation with our eyes, 
Tasted and felt the living Word, 
The Bread descending from the skies. 

2 Thou hast prepared this dying Lamb, 
Hast set his blood before our face, 
To teach the terrors of thy name, 
And show the wonders of thy grace. 

3 He is our Light ; our Morning-star 
Shall shine on nations yet unknown ; 
The glory of tbine Israel here. 
And joy of spirits near thy throne. 



647. 

1 Deapw Lord, amid the throng that pressed 
Around thee on the cursed tree. 

Some loyal, loving hearts were there. 
Some pitying eyes that wept for thee. 

2 Like them may we rejoice to own 

Our dying Lord, though crowned with 

thorn ; 
Like thee, thy blessed self, endure 
The cross with all its joy or scorn. 

3 Thy cross, thy lonely path below, 
Show what thy brethren all should be ; 
Pilgrims on earth, disowned by those 
Who see no beauty. Lord, in thee. 

648. 

1 At thy command, O Lord, our hope. 
We come around thy table nere *, 
We break the bread, we blesa the cup, 
That show thy death till tUou appear. 

2 Our faith adores thy bleeding love, 
And trusts for life in One that died ; 
We hope for heavenly crowns above. 
From a Redeemer crucified. 

3 Let the vain world pronounce it shame. 
And cast their scandals on thy cause I 
We come to boast our Saviour's namep. 
And make our triumph in his cross. 

4 With joy we tell the scoffing age, — 
He that was dead hath left his tomb ; 
He lives above their utmost rage. 
And we are waiting till he come. 
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649. 

2 This be my joy and comfort here, 
This pledge of future glory mine ; 
Jesus, in spirit now appear, 

And break the bread and pour the wine. 

3 From thy dear hand may I receive 
The tokens of thy dying love ; 
And, while I feast on earth, believe 
That I shall feast with thee above. 

650. 

1 Oh, happy day that fixed my choice 
On thee, my Saviour, and my God ! 
Well m&y this glowing heart rejoice. 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

2 Oh, happy bond, that seals my vows 
To him who merits all my love ! 
Let cheerful anthems fill his house, 
While to that sacred shrind I mt|V6. 

3 'T is done ; the great transaction 's done : 
I am my Lord's, and he is mine ; 

He drew me, and I followed on. 
Charmed to confess the voice divine. 

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart I 
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest ; 
Here have I found a nobler part. 
Here heavenly pleasures fill my breast. 

5 High Heaven, that hears the solemn vow, 
That vow renewed, shall daily hear; 
Till, in life's latest hour, I bow, 

And bless in death a bond so dear. 



651. 

1 Draw near, Holy Dove, draw near. 
With peace and gladness on thy wing ; 
Reveal the Saviour's presence here, 
And light, and life, and comfort bring. 

2 " Eat, my friends— drink, O beloved !" 
We hear the Master's voice exclaim : 
Our hearts with new desire are moved, 
And kindled with a heavenly flame. 

3 .No room for doubt^ no room for dread, 

Nor tears, nor groans, nor anxious sighs ; 
We do not mourn a Saviour dead. 
But hail him living in the skies ! 

4 While this we do, remembering thee. 
Dear Saviour, let our graces prove 
We have thy blessed company, 

Thy banner over us is love, 

659. 

1 While to thy table I repair. 

And seal the sacred contract tliere. 
Witness, O Lord ! my solemn vow ; 
Angels and men ! attest it too. 

2 Here at that cross, where flows the blond 
That bought my guilty soul for God, 
Thee, Lord and Master, now I call, 

I consecrate to thee my all. 

3 Do thou assist a feeble worm 
The great engagement to perform; 
Thy grace can ftiU assistance lend. 
And on that grace I dare depend. 
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653. 

2 What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle — 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile ?— 
In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen, in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, — 
Shall we to men benighted, 

The lamp of life deny- ? 
Salvation ! Oh, Salvation ! — 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till earth's remotest nation. 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

4 Waft — waft, ye winds ! his story, 

And you, ye waters, roll, — 
Till, like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole ! 
Till o'er our ransomed nature, 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign ! 



654. 

1 Now be the gospel banner. 

In every land, unfurled ; 
And be the shout, — " Hosanna V* 

Re-echoed through the world ; 
Till every isle and nation. 

Till every tnbe and tongue. 
Receive the great salvation, 

And join the happy throng. 

2 What, though th' embattled legions 

Of earth and hell combine ? 
His arm, throughout their regions^ 

Shall soon resplendent shine : 
Ride on, O Lord I victorious, 

Immanuel, Prince of Peace ! 
Thy triumph shall be glorious, — 

Thy empire still increase, 

3 Yes, — thou shalt reign for ever, 

O Jesus, King of kings ! 
Thy light, thy love, thy fayor, 

Each ransomed captive sings: 
The isles for thee are waiting, 

The deserts learn thy praise^ 
The hills and yalleys greeting^ 

The song responsive raise. 
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ess. 

2 See heathen nations bending 

Before the God we love, 
And thousand hearts ascending 

In gratitude above ; 
While sinners, now confessing, 

The gospel call obey, 
And seek the Saviour's blessing, — 

A nation in a day. 

3 Blest river of salvation ! 

Pursue thine onward way ; 
Flow thou to every nation. 

Nor in thy richness stay : 
Stay not till all the lowly 

Triumphant reach their home : 
Stay not till all the holy 

Proclaim — " The Lord is come !" 

656. 

1 Hail to the Lord's Anointed, 

Great David's greater Son ! 
Hail in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free, 
To take away transgression. 

And rule in equity. 



2 He comes with succor speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong; 
To help the poor and needy. 

And bid the weak be strong ; 
To give them songs for sighing, 

Their darkness turn to light. 
Whose souls condemned and dying, 

Were precious in his sight. 

3 He shall come down, like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth, 
And love, and joy, like flowers. 

Spring in his path to birth : 
Before him on the mountains, 

Shall peace, the herald, go ; 
And righteousness, in fountains, 

From hill to valley flow. 

4 For him shall prayer unceasing 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, — 

A kingdom without end ; 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand forever, — 

That name to us is — Love. 
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697. 

2 When, in the sabbath of his love, 
Shall God from all his labors rest ; 
And bending from his throne above, 
Again pronounce his creatures blest ? 

3 As sang the morning stars of old, 
Shouted the sons of God for joy ; 
His widening reign while we behold, 
Let praise and prayers our tongues employ. 

4 Till the redeemed in every clime, 

Yea, all that breathe, and move, and live, 
To Christ, through every age of time. 
The kingdom, power, and glory give. 

658. 

1 Indulgent Sovereign of the skies ! 
And wilt thou bow thy gracious ear ? 
While feeble mortals raise their cries, 
Wilt thou, the great Jehovah, hear ? 

2 How shall thy servants give thee rest. 
Till Zion's mouldering walls thou raise? 
Till thine own power shall stand confessed, 
And make Jerusalem a praise ? 

3 Look down, O God ! with pitying eye. 
And view the desolations round ; 
See, what wide realms in darkness lie. 
What scenes of woe and crime abound ! 

4 Loud let the gospel trumpet blow, 
And call the nations from afar ; 
Let all the isles their Saviour know, 
And earth's remotest ends draw near. 



6S». 

1 O Sun of righteousness, arise, 
With gentle beams on Zion shine ; 
Dispel the darkness from our eyes, 
And souls awake to life divine. 

2 On all around, let grace descend, 

Like heavenly dew, or copious showers ; 
That we may call our God our friend ; 
That we may hail salvation ours. 

660. 

1 Great God, whose universal sway 
The known and unknown worlds obey, 
Now give the kingdom to thy Son, 
Extend his power, exalt his throne. 

2 Thy sceptre well becomes his hands, 
All heaven submits to his commands ; 
His justice shall avenge the poor, 
And pride and rage prevail no more. 

3 With power he vindicates the just. 
And treads th' oppressor in the dust ; 
His worship and his fear shall last. 
Till hours, and years, and time be p«^ 

4 The heathen lands that lie beneath 
The shades of overspreading de^^ 
Revive at his first dawning IJ^ht, 
And deserts blossom at th^ sight. 

5 The saints shall flourish in his days, 
Dressed in the robes of joy and praise ; 
Peace, like a river from his throne, 

I Shall flow to nations yet unknown. 
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661. 

2 Let mountains from their seats be hurled 
Down to the deep, and buried there, 
Convulsions shake the solid world — 
Our faith shall never yield to fear. 

3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar ; 
In sacred peace our souls abide ; 
While every nation, every shore, 
Trembles and dreads the swelling tide. 

4 There is a stream whose gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God, 

Life, love, and joy, still gliding through, 
And watering our divine abode. 

5 That sacred stream, thine holy word. 
Our grief allays, our fear controls ; 
Sweet peace thy promises afford, 

And give new strength to fainting souls. 

6 Zion enjoys her Monarch's love, 
Secure against a threatening hour ; 
Nor can her firm foundation move. 
Built on his truth and armed with power. 

663* 

1 Behold th' expected time draw near. 
The shades disperse, the dawn appear 1 
Behold the wilderness assume 

The beauteous tints of Eden's bloom 1 

2 Events with prophecies conspire, 
To raise our faith, our z^al to fire : 
The ripening fields, already white, 
Present a harvest to the sight. 



3 The untaught heathen waits to know 
The joy the gospel will bestow ; 
The exiled captive, to receive 

The freedom Jesus has to give. 

4 Come, let us, with a grateful heart, 
In the blest labor share a part ; 

Our prayers and offerings gladly bring, 
To aid the triumphs of our King. 

663. 

1 O Spirit of the living God, 
In all thy plenitude of grace, 
Where'er the foot of man hath trod, 
Descend on our apostate race. 

2 Give tongues of fire, and hearts of love, 
To preach the reconciling word ; 

Give power and unction from above. 
Where'er the joyful sound is heard. 

3 Be darkness, at thy coming, light ; 
Confusion — order, in thy path ; 

Souls without strength, inspire with 

might ; 
Bid mercy triumph over wrath. 

4 Baptize the nations, far and nigh 
The triumphs of the cross record ; 
The name of Jesus glorify. 

Till every kindred call him Lord. 

5 O Spirit of the Lord ! prepare 

All the round earth her God to meet, 
Breathe thou abroad like morning air, 
Till hearts of stone begin to beat. 
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664. 

1 Whbn we, our wearied limbs to rest, 
Sat down by proud Euphrates' stream, 
We weptjwith doleful thoughts oppressed, 
And Zion was our mournful theme. 

2 Our harps that, when with joy we sung, 
Were wont their tuneful parts to bear, 
With silent strings neglected hung 

Ou willow trees that withered there. 

3 How shall we tune our voice to sing. 
Or touch our harps with skillful hands 1 
Shall hymns of joy, to God our King, 
Be sung by slaves in foreign lands ? 

4 O Salem ! our once happy seat. 
When I of thee forgetful prove. 
Let then my trembling hand forget 
The tuneful strings with art to move. 

665. 

1 O ZiON ! when I think on thee, 
I wish for pinions like the dove. 
And mourn to think that I should be 
So distant from the place I love. 

2 A captive here, and far fiom home. 
For Zion's sacred walls I sigh ; 
Thither the ransomed nations come, 
And see the Saviour eye to eye. 

3 While here I walk on hostile ground ; 
The few, that I can call my friends. 
Are like myself with fetters bound, 
And weariness our steps attends. 



4 But we shall yet behold the day 
When Zion's children shall return ; 
Our sorrows then shall flee away, 
And we again shall never mourn. 

5 The hope that such a day will come. 
Makes ev'n the captive's portion sweet ; 
Though now we wander far from home, 
In Zion soon we all shall meet. 



666. 

1 Why, on the bending willows hung, 
Israel 1 still sleeps thy tuneful string? — 
Still mute remains thy sullen tongue, 
And Zion's song denies to sing ? 

2 Awake ! thy sweetest raptures raise ; 
Let harp and voice unite their strains : 
Thy promised King his sceptre sways ; 
Jesus, thine own Messiah, reigns ! 

3 No taunting foes the song require ; 
No strangers mock thy captive chain ; 
But friends provoke the silent lyre, 
And brethren ask the holy strain. 

4 Nor fear thy Salem's hills to wrongs 
If other lands thy triumph share : 
A heavenly city claims thy song ; 
A brighter Salem rises there. 

6 By foreign streams no longer roam ; 
Nor, weeping, think of Jordan's flood : 
In every clime behold a home, 
In Qvery temple see thy God. 
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667. 

2 No anxious care nor tlirilling grie^ 
No deep despair, nor gloomy woe 
They feel, when high their lofty strains 
In noblest, sweetest concord flow. 

3 When shall we join the heavenly host, 
Who sing Immanuel's praise on high, 
And leave behind our doubts and fears, 
To swell the chorus of the sky ? 

4 Oh ! come, thou rapture-bringing morn, 
And usher in the joyful day ; 

We long to see thy rising sun 
Drive all these clouds of grief away. 

668. 

1 Eternal Father ! thou hast said. 
That Christ all glory shall obtain ; 
That he who once a suiFerer bled. 
Shall o'er the world, a conqueror, reign, 

2 We wait thy triumph. Saviour King ! 
Long ages have prepared thy way ; 
Now all abroad thy banner fling. 

Set Time's great battle in array. 

3 Thy hosts are mustered to the field ; 

" The Cross ! The Cross 1" the battle-call ; 
The old grim towers of darkness yield, 
And soon shall totter to their fall. 

4 On mountain tops the watch-fires glow. 
Where scattered wide the watchmen 

stand ; 
Voice echoes voice, and onward flow 
The joyous shouts, from land to land. 



p 



I 




5 Oh, fill thy church with faith and power ! 
Bid her long night of weeping cease ; 
To groaning nations haste the hour. 

Of life and freedom, light and peace. 

6 Come, Spirit, make thy wonders known ! 
Fulfill the Father's high decree ; 

Then earth, the might of hell o'erthrown, 
Shall keep her last great jubilee. 

669. 

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run ; 

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2 For him shall endless prayer be made, 
And praises throng to crown his head ; 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 

4 Blessings abound where'er he reigns. 
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 

6 Let every creature rise, and bring 
Peculiar honors to their King : 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the long amen. 
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long, a- vake at length, And gird thee with thy Saviour's Btrenj^th, And gird thee with thy Saviour's atrenetli. 




670. 

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on, 
And let thy various charms be known ; 
Then decked in robes of righteousness, 
The world thy glories shall confess. 

3 No more shall foes unclean invade, 
And fill thy hallowed walls with dread ; 
No more shall hell's insulting host 
Their victory and thy sorrows boast. 

4 God, from on high, thy groans will hear ; 
His hands thy ruins shall repair ; 

Nor will thy watchful Monarch cease 
To guard thee in eternal peace. 

671. 

1 Ye Christian heralds ! go, proclaim 
Salvation through Immanuel's name ; 
To distant climes the tidings bear, 
And plant the rose of Sharon there. 

2 HeMl shield you with a wall of fire, 
With flaming zeal your breast inspire, 
Bid raging winds their fury cease. 
And hush the tempest into peace. 

3 And when our labors all are o'er. 
Then we shall meet to part no more, — 
Meet with the blood-bought throng, to fall. 
And crown our Jesus — Lord of all ! 

679. 

1 Sovereign of worlds ! display thy power ; 
Be this thy Zion's favored hour ; 
Bid the bright morning Star arise, 
And point &e nations to the skies. 



2 Set up thy throne where Satan reigns,— 
On Afric's" shore, on India's plains, 

On wilds and continents unknown, — 
And make the nations all thine own. 

3 Speak ! and the world shall hear thy 

voice ; 
Speak I and the desert shall rejoice ; 
Scatter the gloom of heathen night, 
And bid all nations hail the light 

673. 

1 Ascend thy throne, almighty King, 
And spread thy glories all abroad ; 
Let thine own arm salvation bring. 
And be thou known the gracious God. 

2 Let millions bow before thy seat. 
Let humble mourners seek thy face, 
Bring daring rebels to thy feet. 
Subdued by thy victorious grace. 

3 Oh, let the kingdoms of the world 
Become the kingdoms of the Lord I 
Let saints and angels praise thy name ; 
Be thou thro' heaven and earth adored. 

674. 

1 Worthy the Lamb of boundless sway- 
In earth and heaven the Lord of all ! 
Let all the powers of earth obey. 

And low before his footstool fall. 

2 Higher — still higher, swell the strain, 
Creation's voice the note prolong ! 
Jesps, the Lamb, shall ever reign: — 
Let hallelujahs crown the song. 
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67S. 

1 Soon may the last glad song arise 
Through all the millions of the skies — 
That song of triumph which records 
That all the earth is now the Lord's ! 

2 Let thrones and powers and kingdoms be 
Obedient, mighty God, to thee ! 

And, over land and stream and main. 
Wave thou the sceptre of thy reign ! 

3 Oh, let that glorious anthem swell, 
Let host to host the triumph tell. 
That not one rebel heart remains, 
But over all the Saviour reigns ! 

676. 

1 Assembled at thy great command, 
Before thy face, dread King, we stand; 
The voice that marshaled every star, 
Has called thy people from afar. 

2 We meet, thro' distant lands to spread 
The truth for which the martyrs bled ; 
Along the line, to either pole. 

The thunder of thy praise to roll. 

8 Our prayers assist, accept our praise, 
Our hopes revive, our courage raise ; 
Our counsels aid, to each impait 
The single eye, the faithful heait. 

4 Forth with thy chosen heralds come, 
Recall the wandering spirits home ; 
From Zion's mount send forth the sound, 
To spread the spacious earth around. 



677. 

1 Marked as the purpose of the skies. 
This promise meets our anxious eyes. 
That heathen lands the Lord shall know, 
And warm with faith each bosom glow. 

2 Ev'n now the hallowed scenes appear ; 
Ev'n now unfolds the promised year ; 
Lo ! distant shores thy heralds trace. 
And bear the tidings of thy grace. 

3 'Mid burning climes and frozen plains. 
Where pagan darkness brooding reigns. 
Lord ! mark their steps, their fears subdue. 
And nerve their arm, and clear their view. 

4 When, worn by toil, their spirits fail, 
Bid them the glorious future hail ; 
Bid them the crown of life survey, 
And onward urge their conquering way, 

678. 

1 Though now the nations sit beneath 
The darkness of o'erspreading death, 
God will arise with light divine, 

On Zion's holy towers to shine. 

2 That light shall glance on distant lands. 
And heathen tribes, in joyful bands. 
Come with exulting haste to prove 
The power and greatness of his love. 

3 Lord, spread the triumphs of thy grace ; 
Let truth and righteousness and peace, 
In mild and lovely forms, display 

The glories of the latter day. 
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1. Hail to the brightaess of Zion's glad morning 1 Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain ; 




Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning, Zi - on in triumph begins her mild reign. 




679. 

2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad 

morning, 

Long by the prophets of Israel foretold ; 

Hail to the luillions from bondage re- 
turning, 

Gentiles and Jews the blest vision behold. 

3 Lo ! in the desert rich flowers are spring- 

ing, 
Streams ever copious are gliding along : 
Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are 

ringing. 
Wastes rise in verdure and mingle in song. 

4 See, from all lands — from the isles of the 

ocean, 

Praise to Jehovah ascending on high ; 

Fallen are the engines of war and com- 
motion, 

Shouts of salvation are rending the sky. 

686. 

1 Dauohtbr of Zion, awake from thy sad- 

ness; 
Awake, for thy foes shall oppress thee no 

more ; 
Bright o'er thy hills dawns the day-star of 

gladness ; 
Arise, for the nisjht of thv sorrow is o'er. 

2 Strong were thy foes ; but the arm that 

subdued them, 
And scattered their legions, was mightier 
far; 



They fled like the chaff from the sconrge 

that pursued them ; 
Vain were their steeds and their chariots 

of war. 

3 Daughter of Zion, the power that hath 
saved thee 

Extolled with the harp and the timbre\ 
should be ; 

Shout, for the foe is destroyed that en- 
slaved thee ; 

Th' oppressor is vanquished, and Zion is 
free. 

681. 

1 Wake thee, O Zion — ^thy mourning is 

ended ; 

God — thine own God, hath regarded tby 
prayer : 

Wake thee — and hail him, in glory de- 
scended, 

Thy darkness to scatter — thy wastes to 
repair. 

2 Wake thee, O Zion — ^his Spirit of power 
To newness of life is awaking the dead ; 
Array thee in beauty, and greet the glad 

hour. 
That brings thee salvation, through Jesus 
who bled. 

3 Saviour — we gladly with voices rcsonnd- 

Loud as the thunder — our chorus would 

swell ; 
Till from rock, wooid and mountain its 

echoes rebounding, 
Toall the wide world of salvation shall tell. 
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683. 

2 Has thy night been long and mournfal ? 

Have thy friends unfaithful proved ? 
Have thy foes been proud and scornful, 
By thy sighs and tears unmoved ? 

Cease thy mourning ; 
Zion still is well beloved. 

3 God, thy God, will now restore thee ; 

He himself appears thy Friend ; 
All thy foes shall flee before thee ; 
Here their boasts and triumphs end ; 

Great deliverance 
Zion's King will surely send. 

4 Peace and joy shall now attend thee ; 

All thy warfare now is past ; 
God thy Saviour will defend thee ; 
Victory is thine at last ; 

All thy conflicts 
End in everlasting rest. 

683. 

1 O'er the realms of pagan darkness 

Let the eye of pity gaze ; 
See the kindreds of the people, 
Lost in sin's bewildering maze ; — 

Darkness brooding 
On the face of all the earth ! 

2 Light of them who sit in error ! 

Bise and shine — thy blessings bring ; 
Light — to lighten all the Gentiles ! 
Ilise with healing in thy wing : 

To thy brightness, 
Let all kings and nations come. 




3 Let the heathen, now adoring 

Idol gods of wood and stone. 
Come, and, worshiping before him, 
Serve the living God alone : 

Let thy glory 
Fill the earth, as floods the sea. 

4 Thou ! to whom all power is given, 

Speak the word ; at thy command, 
Let the company of heralds 

Spread thy name from land to land : 

Lord ! be with them. 
Always till time's latest end. 

684. 

1 O'er the gloomy hills of darkness, 

Cheered by no celestial ray. 
Sun of righteousness ! arising. 

Bring the bright, the glorious day ; 

Send the gospel 
To the earth's remotest bound. 

2 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness, — 

Grant them. Lord ! the glorious light; 
And, from eastern coast to western. 
May the morning chase the night ; 

And redemption, 
Freely purchased, win the day. 

3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel ! 

Win and conquer, never cease ; 
May thy lasting, wide dominions, 
Multiply and still increase ; 

Sway thy sceptre, 
Saviour! all the world around. 
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685. 

2 Hallelujah ! hark, the sound, 

From the depths unto the skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around. 

All creation's harmonies ! 
See Jehovah's banners furled. 

Sheathed his sword, he speaks — 't is 
done ! 
And the kingdoms of this world 

Are the kingdoms of his Son. 

3 He shall reign from pole to pole, 

With illimitable sway ; 
He shall- reign, when like a scroll 

Yonder heavens are passed away ; 
Then the end : beneath his rod 

Man's last enemy shall fall : 
Hallelujah ! Christ in God, 

God in Christ, is all in all! 

686. 

1 Hasten, Lord, the glorious time, 

When, beneath Messiah's sway, 
Every nation, every clime. 
Shall the gospel call obey. 

2 Mij2:htiest kings his power shall own, 

Heathen tribes his name adore; 
Satan and his host, o'erthrown, 

Bound in chains, shall hurt no more. 



3 Then shall wars and tumults cease. 

Then be banished grief and pain ; 
High teousn ess, and joy, and peace, 
Undisturbed shall ever reign. 

4 Bless we, then, our gracious Lord, 

Ever praise his glorious name ; 
All his mighty acts record, 

All his wondrous love proclaim. 

687. 

1 See the ransomed millions stand, — 
Pahns of conquest in their hands ! 
This before the throne their strain, — 

" Hell is vanquished — death is slain !— 

2 " Blessing, honor, glory, might, 
Are the Conqueror's native right ; 
Thrones and powers before bim fall, — 
Lamb of God, and Lord of all I" 

3 Hasten, Lord ! the promised hour ; 
Come in glory and m power ; 

Still thy foes are unsubdued — 
Nature sighs to be renewed : 

4 Time has nearly reached its sum ; 

All things with the bride, say, " Come !" 
Jesus! whom all worlds adore, 
Come, — and reign forevermore. 
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688. 

2 Mild it shines on all beneath, 
Piercing through the shades of death ; 
Scattering error's wide-spread night ; 
Kindling darkness into light. 

3 Nations all, remote and near. 
Haste to see your Lord appear ; 
Hasto, for him your hearts prepare, 
Meet him manifested there ! 

4 There behold the day-spring rise, 
Pouring light on mortal eyes ; 
See it chase the shades away. 
Shining to the perfect day. 

689. 

1 Come, Desire of nations, come ! 
Hasten, Lord, the general doom I 
Hear the Spirit and the Bride ; 
Come, and take us to thy side. 

2 Thou, who hast our place prepared, 
Make us meet for our reward ; 
Then with all thy saints descend : 
Then our earthly trials end. 

3 Mindful of thy chosen race. 
Shorten these vindictive days ; 
Hear us now, and save thine own, 
Who for full redemption groan. 

4 Now destroy the man of sin. 
Now thine ancient flock bring in ! 
Filled with righteousness divine. 
Claim a ransomed world for thine. 



5 Plant thy heavenly kingdom here ; 
Glorious in thy saints appear : 
Speak the sacred number sealed ; 
Speak the mystery revealed. 

6 Take to thee thy royal power : 
Reign ! when sin shall be no more ; 
Eeign ! when death no more shall be ; 
Reign to all eternity ! 

690. 

1 Saw ye not the cloud arise. 

Little as the human hand ? 
Now it spreads along the skies. 
Hangs o'er all the thirsty land. 

2 Lo, the promise of a shower 

Drops already from above ; 
But the Lord will shortly pour 
All the blessings of his love. 

3 When he first the work begun. 

Small and feeble was the day; 
Now the word doth swiftly run, 
Now it wins its widening way. 

4 More and more it spreads and grows, 

Ever mighty to prevail ; 
Sin's strongholds it now o'erthrows. 
Shakes the trembling gates of hell. 

5 Sons of God ! your Saviour praise ; 

He the door hath opened wide ; 
He hath given the word of grace ; 
Jesus' word is glorified. 
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601. 

2 I cannot feel thee tonch vaj hand 

With preEEure light and mild, 
To check nie, as niy mother did, 

When I WHS but n child ; 
But I have felt thee in my thoughts 

Fighting witl sin for mo ; 
And when my heart loves God, I know 

The sweetness is from theo. 

3 And when, dear Saviour ! I kneel down 

Morning and night to prayer, 
Something there is within my heart 

Which tells me thou art therej 
Yes ! when I pray, thou prayest too — 

Thy prayer is all for me; 
But when I sleep, thou steepest not, 

l>ut w ate heat patiently. 

699. 

1 Reuruber thy Creator nov, 

In these thy yonthfiil days; 
He will accept thine earliest vow, 
And listen to thy praise. 

2 Remember thy Creator now. 

Seek him while he is near; 
For evil days will come, when t^oa 
Shalt find no comfort here. 



3 Remember thy Creator now; 

His willing servant be : 
Then, when thy bead in death shall bow, 
Ho will remember thee. 

4 Almighty God! our hearts incline 

Thy heavenly voice to hear ; 
Let all our future days bo thine. 
Devoted to thy fear. 

a»3. 

1 Dear Jesus, let thy pitying eye 

Look kindly down on me : 
A sinful, weak, and helpless child, 
I come thy child to be. 

2 blessed Saviour! take my heart, 

This sinful heart of mine, 

And wash it clean in every part; 

Make me a child of thine. 

3 My sins, though great, thou canst foi^ve, 

For thou hast died for me ; 

Amazing love 1 Help me, O God, 

Thine own dear child to be. 

4 For thou hast said, "Foihiil tlicra not: 

Let childi-en cwne to me ;" 
I hear thy voice, and now, dear Lord, 
I come thy child to be. 
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894. 

2 How great his power, none can tell, 

Nor think how large his srace ; 
Not men below, nor saints that dwell 
On high before his face ; 

3 Not angels that stand round the Lord 

Can search his secret will ; 
But they perform his holy word, 
And sing his praises still. 

4 Then let me join this heavenly train. 

And my first oflferings bring ; 
Th' eternal God will not disdain 
To hear an infant sing. 

5 My heart resolves, my tongue obeys, 

And angels shall rejoice, 
To hear their mighty Maker's praise 
Sound from a feeble voice. 



69S. 

1 Therb is a fold whence none can stray, 

And pastures ever green, 
Where sultry sun, or stormy day, 
Or night, is never seen. 

2 Far up the everlasting hills. 

In God's own light it lies ; 
His smile its vast dimension fills 
With joy that never dies. 

8 One narrow vale, one darksome wave, 
Divides that land from this ; 
I have a Shepherd pledged to save. 
And bear me home to bliss. 



4 Soon at his feet my soul will lie, 
In life's last struggling breath ; 
But I shall only seem to die, 
I shall not taste of death. 

6 Far from this guilty world, to bo 
Exempt from toil and strife ; 
To spend eternity with thee, 
My Saviour, this is life ! 



696. 

1 There is a glorious world of light, 

Above the starry sky, 
Where saints departed, clothed in white, 
Adore the Lord most high. 

2 And hark ! amid the sacred songs 

Those heavenly voices raise, 
Ten thousand thousand infant tongues 
Unite in perfect praise. 

3 Those are the hymns that wo shall know. 

If Jesus we obey : 
That is the place where we shall go, 
K found in wisdom's way. 

4 Soon will our earthly race be run. 

Our mortal frame decay ; 
Parents and children, one by one, 
Must die and pass away. 

5 Great God, impress the serious thought. 

This day, on every breast^ 
That both the teachers and the taught. 
May enter to thy rest. 
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697. 

1 A POOR, wayfaring man of grief 

Hath often crossed me on ray way, 
Who sued so humbly for relief, 

That I could never answer nay. 
I had not power to ask his name, 
Whither he went, or whence he came ; 
Yet there was something in his eye. 
That won my love, I knew not why. 

2 Once when my scanty meal was spread. 

He entered ; not a word he spake ; 
Just perishing for want of bread, 

I gave him all ; he blessed it, brake, 
And ate, but gave me part again ; 
Mine was an angel's portion then ; 
And while I fed with eager haste. 
The crust was manna to my taste. 

3 I spied him where a fountain burst 

Clear from the rock ; his strength was 
gone ; 
The heedless water mocked his thirst ; 

He heard it> saw it hurrying on : 
I ran and raised the sufferer up : 
Thrice from the stream he drained my 

cup ; 
Dipped, and returned it running o'er — 
I drank and never thirsted more. 



4 Then, in a moment, to my view 

The stranger started from disguise ; 

The tokens in his hands I knew ; 
My Saviour stood before my eyes ! 

He spake, and my poor name he named : 

"Of me, thou hast not been ashamed ; 

These deeds shall thy memorial be ; 

Fear not ! thou didst it unto me." 



698. 

1 What are those soul-reviving strains, 
Which echo thus from Salem's plains I 
What anthems loud, and louder still, 
Sweetly resound from Zion's hill ? 

2 Lo ! 't is an infant chorus sings, 
Hosanna to the King of kings : 

The Saviour comes ! and babes proclaim 
Salvation, sent in Jesus' name. 

3 Nor these alone their voice shall raise. 
For we will join this song of praise ; ' 
Still Israel's children forward press 

To hail the Lord their Righteousness. 

4 Proclaim hosannas loud and clear; 
See David's son and Lord appear ! 
Glory and praise on earth be given ; 
Hosanna in the highest heaven I 
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699. 

2 Sorrowful, your sins confess ; 
Plead his perfect righteousness ; 
See the Saviour's bleeding side ;— 
Come — you will not be denied. 

3 For his worship now prepare ; 
Kneel to him in fervent prayer ; 
Serve him with a perfect heart ; 
Never from his ways depart. 

700. 

1 Saviour ! teach me, day by day. 
Love's sweet lesson to obey ; 
Sweeter lesson cannot be, 
Loving him who first loved me. 

2 With a child-like heart of love. 
At thy bidding may I move ; 
Prompt to serve and follow thee, 
Loving him who first loved me. 

3 Teach me all thy steps to trace, 
Strong to follow in thy grace ; 
Learning how to love from thee, 
Loving him who first loved me. 

4 Love in loving finds employ — 
In obedience all her joy ; 
Ever new that joy will be, 
Loving him who first loved me. 

5 Thus may I rejoice to show 
That I feel the love I owe ; 
Singing, till thy face I see, 

Of his love who first loved me. 



701. 



1 Glory to the Father give, 

God in whom we move and live ; 
Children's prayers he deigns to hear. 
Children's songs delight his ear. 

2 Glory to the Son we bring, 

Christ our Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
Children, raise your sweetest strain 
To the Lamb, for he was slain. 

3 Glory to the Holy Ghost ; 
Be this day a Pentecost ; 
Children's minds may he inspire, 
Give them tongues of holy $re. 

4 Glory in the highest be 
To the bless6d Trinity, 
For the gospel from above. 

For the word, that " God is love." 

703. 

1 God of mercy ! throned on high, 

Listen from thy lofty seat ; 
Hear, oh, hear our feeble cry ; 

Guide, oh, guide our wandering feet. 

2 Young and erring travelers, we 

All our dangers do not know ; 
Scarcely fear the stormy sea. 
Hardly feel the tempest blow. 

3 Jesus, lover of the young, 

Cleanse us with thy love divine ; 
Ere the tide of sin grow strong, 
Save us, keep us, make us thine. 
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703. 

! All eartlily pleasures we'll forsake, 

Wlion heaven appears in view ; 

In JcBos' Etrongtli wc '11 undertake 

To ftglit o\ir passage through. 



-fr: 



: Oh, what a glorious shout there '11 be 
When we nrrivo at homo ! 
Our friends and Jesus wo shall see, 
And God shall say, " Well done !" 
Chorus. — Let na never, etc. 



GrsLs. j WeorooutoQ the ocean Bailmg.Homowardbound we sweetly glide; ) 

Bova. j Wo nro out no tlie ocean sailing, To a homo be- yond the tide, f Allthc atormawill 

I 




SABBATH SCHOOL. 
GK)LDEN SHORE. (Concluded.) 
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To . a home beyond the tide; "We are out on the ocean sailing, To a home beyond the tide. 




704. 

2 Millions now are safely landed 

Over on the golden shore ; 
Millions now are on their journey, 
Yet there 's room for millions more. — 

Chorus. 

3 Spread your sails, while heavenly breezes 

Gently waft our vessel on ; 



All on board are sweetly singing — 
Free salvation is the song. — Chorus. 

4 When we all are safely anchored, 
We will shout — our trials o'er ; 
W^e will walk about the city. 

And we '11 sing forevermore. — Chorus. 



Hymk roff. 



PRAISE. 88 & 78. 



Sabb. Bohool Pxabl. 




1. High we raise our hal- le - lu-jahs To our dear Re-deemer's name, Who, to seek the 
8. Praise him for the great sal - ya-tion He to young and old extends, Bids them strive for 




E1SJ>. 




lost and wandering, And to saye the sinner, came. 2. Prabe him for his blest example, For his life of 
heavenly mansions, Calls believing souls his friends. 4. We would better learn to praise him, 

^ Love and serve him 




CUiM xoith First Verse as Chorus. 




peace and truth, Fold- ing cbil-dren to his bo-som, Oen-tly guid - ing age and youth, 
till we die. Till our joy - ful hal - le - lu - jahs Join the an - them of the sky. 



BOta OF JUSTTB. 7b & 6a. 



BiBn. BcsooL Biu. 




706. 

2 We love to sing of Jesus, 

Who wept our path along ; 
We love to sing of Jcsns, 

Tlie tempted and the Btrong ; 
None who besought hia healing, 

He passed unheeded by : 
And Btill retains bis feeling 

For us above the sky. 

3 We love to sing of Jesus, 

Vfho died our soula to save ; 
We love to sing of Jesns, 
Tnnmphaut o'er the grave ; 



And in our hour of danger, 
We'll trust his love alone, 

Who jonce slept in a manger, 
And DOW sits on the throne. 

4 Then let iis sing of Jesus, 

White yet on earth we stay, 
And hope to sing of Jesns 

Throughout eternal day ; 
For those who here confess him, 

He will in heaven confess; 
And faithful hearts that bless him. 

He will forever bless. 



GOX-DIUr CHAIN. 8b A 7b. Dcmbl«. 



Wb. B. BlUlBITIT. 



'0m^^^-^3^m^^^ 



I.Tho'lhedaysnredarkwithtroublc, And th; heart id filled with fear, There is One tlut 



SABBATH SCHOOL. 
GOLDEN CHAIN. (Conoluded.) 
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Bees thee ev - er, And will hold thee near and dear. Cheerful hearts and smiling fa • ces 




:fH3^r i rrf 




^^^ 



Oft - en make thee happy here, Yet no one was e'er so hap-pj, But sometimes the clouds appear. 




REFRAIN, 




There's a Friend that's ev-er near, Nev-er fear, He ii 



near, ^ev-er, nev-er fear; 




There *s a Friend that 's ev - er near, Nev-er fear, He is ev- er near, Nev-er fear! 




yoy. 

2 All thy prospects will seem brighter 
When the shadow leaves the heart, 
And the steps of time beat lighter, 
When the gloomy clouds depart. 
Many days have dawned serenely, 

^ While the birds sang with delight, 
But the skies were dark and gloomy 
Ere the sun had reached its height. — 

S Soon will dawn a brighter morning 

On a blessed, tranquil shore ; 
Sighs TviU then give place to singing, 

Tears to bliss forevermore. 
Thou shalt see a world of glory. 

And eternal joy and bliss ; 
Let not then thy soul be moaning 

O'er the woes and cares of this. — Ref, 



7©8. 

1 Jesus, on thy throne of glory ! 

Higher than the angels are ; 
Stoop to hear the children's story, 

Deign to grant the children's prayer : 
Thou so great, and we so feeble. 

Thou so full, and we in need, 
Jesus, listen to our pleading. 

Be to us a friend indeed. — Bef. 

2 When temptations spread around us. 

And in snares our feet are twined, 
In the hour when we foi^et thee, 

Jesus, bear us still in mind : 
Through the years thy love may grant us, 

When we sleep at life's last end, 
In the morning of our waking, 

Jesus, Saviour, be our firiend. — B^f, 
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CHUBOH. 



PARTINa 



r. CM. 




l.|?TJe^f**°*^'?.^5^*^i V ^rr^"" ^^UTn^^'t l!.^^ ' ^ The good shaU meet above. 
( And tho* we part, *ti8 bliss to know The good shall meet above. ) ^ «^t. « wt o, 

D. 8. To meet to part no more. 




The good shall meet a - bove ; And tho' wo part, 'tis bliss to know The good shall meet a - bove. 
On Canaan's happy shore. And sing the cv - er - lasting song, With those whoVe gone before. 




Oh, that will be joy-ful, joy-ful, joy-ful I Oh, that will be joy-ful, To meet to part no more. 

m 



709. 

2 Yes, happy thought ! when we are free 

From earthly grief and pain, 
In heaven we shall each other see. 
And never part again. 

Oh, that will be joyful ! &c. 

3 Then let us each, in strength divine. 

Still walk in wisdom's ways ; 
That we, with those we love, may join 
In never ending praise. 

Oh, that will be joyful ! <fcc. 



710. 

1 Oh, haste away, mjr brethren dear 1 
And come to Canaan's shore ; 
"We '11 meet and sing forever there, 
When all our toils are o'er. 

Oh, that will be joyful I &c. 



2 How sweet to hear the hallowed theme 

That saints shall ever sing ; 
To hear their voices all proclaim 
" Salvation to the King I" 

Oh, that will be joyful ! <fec. 

3 Around his throne, all clothed in whito 

Will all his saints appear ; 
And, shining in his glory bright, 
We'll see our Saviour there. 

Oh, that will be joyful ! <kc. 

4 Thro' heaven the shouts of angels ring, 

When sons to God are born : 
Ob. what a company will sing 
On the millennial morn ! 

Oh, that will be joyful I &c. 

6 Through one eternal day we '11 sing, 
And bless his sacred name. 
With hallelujah to the King, 
And " Worthy is the Lamb !" 
Oh, that will be joyful ! &c. 



SOCIAL MBSTINGS. 



GRATITtTDE. Zi. M. 
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BosT. 




JliJ^'jili lil jIU j i l J I 



1. How blest the sa - cred tie that binds. In u - nion sweet, ac- cord-ing minds! 





How Bwifb the heaven-ly course they run, Whose hearts, whose faith,whose hopes are one. 




711. 

2 To each, the soul of each how dear I 
What watchful love, what holy fear ! 
How doth the generous flame within 
Refine from earth, and cleanse from sin ! 

3 Their streaming eyes together flow 
For human guilt and mortal woe ; 
Their ardent prayers together rise, 
Like mingling flames in sacrifice. 

4 Together oft they seek the place 
Where God reveals his awful face ; 
How high, how strong their raptures swell, 
There 's none but kindred souls can tell. 

5 Nor shall the glowing flame expire 
'Midst nature's drooping, sickening fire : 
Soon shall they meet in realms above, 
A heaven of joy, because of love. 

719. 

1 Kindred in Christ ! for his dear sake 
A hearty welcome here receive ; 
May we together now partake 

The joys which only he can give. 

2 May he, by whose kind care we meet, 
Send his good Spirit from above ; 
Make our communications sweet. 

And cause our hearts to burn with love. 

8 Forgotten be each worldly theme, 
When Christians meet together thus ; 
We only wish to speak of him. 



9 

4 We '11 talk of all he did and said, 
And suffered for us here below ; — 
The path he marked for us to tread, 
And what he 's doing for us now. 

5 Thus, — as the moments pass away, — 
We '11 love, and wonder, and adore ; 
And hasten on the glorious day. 
When we shall meet to part no more. 

713. 

1 Great God 1 to thee ray evening song 
With humble gratitude I raise ; 

Oh, let thy mercy tune my tongue. 
And fill my heart with lively praise. 

2 My days unclouded as they pass. 
And every gentle, rolling hour, 
Are monuments of wondrous grace. 
And witness to thy love and power. 

3 And yet this thoughtless, wretched hearty 
Too oft regardless of thy love, 
Ungrateful, can from thee depart. 
And, fond of trifles, vainly rove. 

4 Seal my forgiveness in the blood 
Of Jesus; his dear name alone 

I plead for pardon, gracious God ! 
And kind acceptance at thy throne. 

5 Let this blest hope mine eyelids close, 
With sleep refresh my feeble frame ; 
Safe in thy care may I repose. 



Who lived, and died, and reigns, for us. And wake with praises to thy name. 
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CBJTROE, 



BOARDMAN. CM. 



TiMPLi GABiinrA. 




1. Oh, it is joj in one to meet Whom one com - mu - nion blends, 





Coun - oil to hold in con - verse sweet, And talk as Chiis - tian friends. 




yi4. 

1 Oh, it is joy in one to meet 

Whom one communion blends^ 
Council to hold in converse sweet, 
And talk as Christian friends. 

2 'T is joy to think the angel train, 

Who 'mid heaven's temple shine, 
To seek our earthly temples deign. 
And in our anthems join. 

3 But chief 't is joy to think that He, 

To whom his church is dear, 
Deliglits her gathered flock to see. 
Her joint devotions hear. 

4 Then who would choose to walk abroad, 

While here such joys are given ? 
" This is indeed the house of God, 
And this the gate of -heaven !" 

715. 

1 Blest be the dear, uniting lore. 

That will not let us part : 
Our bodies may far oflf remove ; 
We still are one in heart. 

2 Joined in one spirit to our Head, . 

Where he appoints we go ; 
We still in Jesus' footsteps tread. 
And show his praise below. 

3 Oh, may we ever walk in him. 

And nothing know beside ! 
Nothing desire, nothing esteem. 
But Jesus crucified ! 



6 



Partakers of the Saviour's grace, 
The same in mind and heart. 

Not joy nor grief nor time nor place 
Nor life nor death can part. 

716. 

Let saints below in concert sing 

With those to glory gone : 
For all the servants of our King, 

In earth and heaven, are one. 

One family — wc dwell in him — 
One church above, beneath. 

Though now divided by the stream, — 
The narrow stream of death ; 

One army of the living God, 

To his command we bow ; 
Part of the host have crossed the flood, 

And part are crossing now. 

Ev'n now to their eternal home 

Some happy spirits fly ; 
And we are to the margin come, 

And soon expect to die. 

Ev'n now, by faith, we join our hands 
With those that went before, 

And greet the ransomed blessed bands 
Upon th' eternal shore. 

Lord Jesus ! be our constant guide : 
And, when the word is given. 

Bid death's cold flood its waves divide, 
And land us safe in heaven. 



SOCIAL MEETmaS. 
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1. Hail, sweet- est, dear - est tie that binds Our glow-ing hearts iu one; 



m 
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Hail, sa - cred hope, that tunes our minds To har - mo - ny di - vine. 
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7iy. 

2 What though the northern wintry blast 

Shall howl aroand our cot ; 
What though beneath an eastern sun 
Be cast our distant lot ; — 

3 No lingering look, no parting sigh, 

Our future meeting knows ; 
There friendship beams from every eye. 
And love immortal glows. 

4 Oh, sacred hope ! Oh, blissful hope I 

Which Jesus' grace has given — 
The hope, when days and years are past, 
We all shall meet in heaven I 

1 Our souls, by love together knit, 

Cemented, mixed in one. 
One hope, one heart, one mind, one voice, 
'T is heaven on earth begun. 

2 Our hearts have often burned within. 

And glowed with sacred fire. 
While Jesus spoke, and fed, and blessed. 
And filled the enlarged desire. 

8 The little cloud increases still, 
The heavens are big with rain ; 
We haste to catch the teeming shower. 
And all its moisture drain. 

4 A rill, a stream, a torrent flows ! 
But pour a mighty flood ; 
Oh, sweep the nations, shake the earth, 
'Till all proclaim thee, God ! 



5 And when thou mak'st thy jewels up. 

And sett'st thy starry crown ; 
When all thy sparkling gems shall shine. 
Proclaimed by thee thino own ; — 

6 May we, a little band of love. 

We sinners, saved by grace. 
From glory unto glory changed, 
Behold thee face to face. 



719. 

1 How sweet, how heavenly is the sight, 

When those who love the Lord 
In one another's peace delight. 
And so fulfill his word ! 

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh, 

And with him bear a part I 
When sorrow flows from eye to eye, 
And joy from heart to heart ! 

3 When, free from envy, scorn and pride. 

Our wishes all above, 
Each can his brother's failings hide, 
And show a brother's love ! 

4 Let love, in one delightful stream, 

Through every bosom flow. 
And union sweet, and dear esteem, 
In every action glow. 

5 Love is the golden chain that binds 

The happy souls above ; 
And he 's an heir of heaven who finds 
His bosom glow with love. 
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STATE STREET. S. M. 



WOOCIIAN. 
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The fel - low - ship of kin - dred minds Is like to that a - boye. 
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yao. 

2 Before our Father's throne 

We pour our ardent prayers ; 
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts and our cares. 

3 We share our mutual woes, 

Our mutual burdens bear ; 
And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 

4 When we asunder part, 

It gives us inward pain ; 
But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 

5 This glorious hope revives 

Our courage by the way ; 
While each in expectation lives. 
And longs to see the day. . 

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 

And sin, we shall be free. 
And perfect love and friendship reign 
Through all eternity. 

1 I LOVE thy kingdom. Lord, 

The house of thine abode, 
The Church, our blest Redeemer saved 
With his own precious blood. 

2 I love thy church, O God 1 

Her walls before thee stand, 
Dear as the apple of thine eye, 
And graven on thy hand. 



3 For her my tears shall fall. 

For her my prayers ascend ; 
To her my cares and toils be given, 
Till toils and cares shall end. 

4 Beyond my highest joy 

I prize her heavenly ways. 
Her sweet communion, solemn vowe, 
Her hymns .of love and praise. 

5 Jesus, thou Friend divine. 

Our Saviour, and our King ! 
Thy hand from every snare and foe, 
Shall great deliverance bring. 

6 Sure as thy truth shall last. 

To Zion shall be given 
The brightest glories earth can yield. 
And brighter bliss of heaven. 



733. 

1 Let party names no more 

The Christian world o'erspread ; 
Gentile and Jew, and bond and free. 
Are one in Christ their head. 

2 Among the saints on earth, 

Let mutual love be found ; 
Heirs of the same inheritance, 
With mutual blessings crowned. 

3 Thus will the church below 

Resemble that above ; 
Where streams of pleasure ever flow, 
And every heart is love. 



SOCIAL MEETINGS. 
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1. Our heayen-ly Fa - ther calls, And Christ in - yites us near; 
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With both, our friend -ship shall be sweet, And onr com - mu - nion dear. 




733, 

1 Our heavenly Father calls, 

And Christ invites us near ; 
With both, our friendship shall be sweet, 
And our communion dear. 

2 God pities all our grie^ : 

He pardons every day ; 
Almighty to protect our souls, 
And wise to guide our way. 

3 How large his bounties are ! 

What various stores of good. 
Diffused from our Redeemer's hand, 
And purchased with his blood ! 

4 Jesus, our living head. 

We bless thy faithful care ; 

Our advocate before the throne, 

And our forerunner there. 

6 Here fix, my roving heart ! 

Here wait, my warmest love ! 
mi the coraronnion be complete. 
In nobler scenes above. 

734. 

1 Bbhold the throne of grace ! 

The promise calls me near ; 
There Jesus shows a smiling face. 
And waits to answer prayer. 

2 That rich atoning blood. 

Which sprinkled round I see. 
Provides for those who come to God 
An all-prevailing plea. 



3 My soul ! ask what thou wilt ; 

Thou canst not be too bold : 
Since his own blood for thee he spilt^ 
What else can he withhold 1 

4 Thine image. Lord, bestow. 

Thy presence and thy love ; 
I ask to serve thee here below, 
And reign with thee above. 

6 Teach me to live by faith ; 
Conform my will to thine ; 
Let roe victorious be in death. 
And then in glory shine. 

735. 

1 Jesus, who knows full well 

The heart of every saint. 
Invites us, all our grief to tell, 
To pray and never feint. 

2 He bows his gracious ear, — 

We never plead in vain ; 
Then let us wait till he appear, 
And pray, and pray again. 

3 Jesus, the Lord, will hear 

His chosen when they cry ; 
Yes, though he may a while forbear, 
He Ul help them from on high. 

4 Then let us earnest cry. 

And never faint in prayer ; 
He sees, he hears, and, from on high, 
Will make our cause his care. 



3^32 



CHURCH. 



RETREAT. L. AC 



Be. Hastings. 




1. From er - ery storm - y -wind that blows, From ev - ery swell - ing tide of woes, 

m 
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There is a calm, a sure re - treat, Tis fomid be-neath the mer - cy - seat. 




736. 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads, — 
A place, than all besides, more sweet ; 
It IS the blood-bought mercy-seat. 

8 There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend; 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat! 

4 There, there, on eagle wings we soar. 
And sense and sin molest no more. 
And heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
And glory crowns the mercy-seat. 

6 Oh ! let my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold, and still. 
This throbbing heart forget to beat, 
If I forget the mercy-seat. 

7«7. 

1 Where high the' heavenly temple stands. 
The house of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears, — 
The Guardian of mankind appears. 

2 Though now ascended up on high, 
He bends on earth a brother's eye ; 
Partaker of the human name, 

He knows the frailty of our frame. 

3 Our Fellow-sufFerer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 
And still remembers, in the skies, 
His tears, his agonies, and cries. 



4 In every pang that rends the heart, 
The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He sympathizes with our grief, 
And to the sufferer sends relief. 

5 With boldness, therefore, at the throne, 
Let us make all our sorrows known ; 
And ask the aid of heavenly power, 

To help us in the evil hour. 

738. 

1 Forth from the dark and stormy sky, 
Lord, to thine altar's shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek thy shelter here. 

2 Long have we roamed in want and pain, 
Long have we sought thy rest in vain ; 
Weary and weak, thy grace we pray ; 
Turn not, O Lord ! thy guests away. 

739. 

1 Where two or three, with sweet accord, 
Obedient to their sovereign Lord, 
Meet to recount his acts of grace. 

And offer solemn prayer and praise ; — 

2 There will the gracious Saviour be, 
To hless the little company ; — 
There, to unvail his smiling fece, 
And bid his glories fill 4;he place. 

3 We meet at thy command, O Lord I 
Relying on thy faithful word ; 
Now send the Spirit from above, 
And fill our hearts with heavenly love. 
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Temfli Cashiita. 




1. Je - BUS, where'er thy p^o - pie meet. There they be -hold thy mer - cy - seat ; 




Where'er they seek thee thou art found, And ev - ery place is hallowed ground. 




730. 

• 

2 For thon, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind ; 

Such ever bring thee where they come, 
And going, take thee to their home. 

3 Great Shepherd of tby chosen few ! 
Thy former merceis here renew ; 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

731. 

1 And dost thou say, " Ask wLat thou wilt?" 
Lord, I would seize the golden hour : 

I pray to be released from guilt. 
And freed from sin and Satan's power. 

2 More of thy presence, Lord, impart ; 
More of thine image let me bear : 
Erect thy throne within my heart, 
And reiorn without a rival there. 

3 Give me to read my pardon sealed. 
And from thy joy to draw my strength ; 
Oh, be thy boundless love revealed 

In all its height and breadth and length ! 

4 Grant these requests — I ask no more, 
But to thy care the rest resign : 
Sick, or in health, or rich, or poor. 
All shall be well, if thou art mine. 

733. 

1 How sweet to leave the world awhile, 
And seek the presence of our Lord ! 
Dear Saviour ! on thy people smile. 
And come, according to thy word. 



From busy scenes we now retreat, 
That we may here converse with thee : 
Ah ! Lord ! behold us at thy feet ; — 
Let this the "gate of heaven" be. 

" Chief of ten thousand !" now appear, 
That we by faith may see thy fece : 
Oh ! speaK, that we thy voice may hear, 
And let thy presence fill this place. 

733. 

What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer 
But wishes to be often there ? 

Prayer makes the darkened clouds with- 
draw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw. 
Gives exercise to faith and love. 
Brings every blessing from above. 

Hestraining prayer, wo cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian's armor 

bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

Have you no words ? ah ! think again ; 
Words flow apace when you complain, 
And fill a fellow-creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To heaven in supplication sent, 
Our cheerful song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord hath done for me T 
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CHURCH. 



B7BFIELD. C. M. 



Bb. Habtdtos. 
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1. Prayer is the Bours sin - cere de - sire, 

m 



Ut - tered or un - ex - pressed; 



^^ 





The mo - tion of a hid - dea fire, That trem-bles in the breast 




734. 

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer the subliraest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath, 

The Christian's native air : 
His watchword at the gates of death, — 
He enters heaven with prayer. 

6 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice. 
Returning from his ways ; 
While angels in their songs rejoice. 
And cry — " Behold he prays!" 

6. O thou, by whom we come to God — 
The Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord I teach us how to pray. 

735. 

1 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray 

Through life's momentous hour ; 
And grants the Spirit's quickening ray 
To those who seek his power. 

2 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray. 

Maintain a warrior's strife ; 
O Christian ! hear his voice to-day : 
Obedience is thy life. 



3 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray, 

For soon the hour will come 
That calls thee from the earth away 
To thy eternal home. 

4 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray, 

Oh, heafken to his voice. 
And follow where he leads the way, 
To heaven's eternal joys I 

736. 

1 Hail, tranquil hour of closing day ! 

Begone, disturbing care ! 
And look, my soul, from earth away, 
To him who heareth prayer. 

2 How sweet the tear of penitence, 

Before his throne of grace, 
While, to the contrite spirit's sense^ 
He shows his smiling face. 

3 How sweetythro' long-remembered years. 

His mercies to recall \ 
And, pressed with wants, and grie&yand 
fears. 
To trust his love for all. 

4 How sweet to look, in thoughtful hope^ 

Beyond ihis fading sky,^ 
And hear him call his children up 
To his fair home on high. 

6 Calmly the day forsakes our beaveo 
To dawTi beyond the west ; 
So let my soul, in life's last eveUt 
Retire to glorious rest. 
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1. I love to steal a - while a - way From ev - ery cum - bering care. 




And Bpend tbe hours of set - ting day 



In 



hum - ble, grate - ful prayer, 

^ iSf ^^ 




737. 

1 I LOVE to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care, 
And spend the hours of setting day 
In bumble, grateful prayer. 

$ I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear, 
And all his promises to plead, 
Where none but God can hear. 

5 I love to think on mercies past, 

And future good implore. 
And all my cares and sorrows cas^ 
On him whom I adore. 

4 I Jove by faith to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven ^ 
The prospect doth my strength irenew. 
While here by tempests driven. 

6 Thns, when life's toilsome day is o'er. 

May its departing ray 
Be calm as this impressive hour, 
And lead to endless day. 

738. 

1 Thbre is an eye that never sleeps 

Beneath the wing of night ; 
There is an ear that never shuts. 
When sink the beams of light. 

2 There is an arm that never tires. 

When human strength gives way ; 
There is a love that never fails. 
When earthly loves decay. 



3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs ; 

That arm upholds the sky ; 
That ear is filled with angel songs ; 
That love is throned on high. 

4 But there 's a power which man can wield 

When mortal aid is vain, 
That eye, that arm, that love to reach, 
That listening ear to gain. 

5 That power is prayer, which soars on high. 

Through Jesus, to the throne ; 
And moves the hand which moves the 
world. 
To bring salvation down ! 

739. 

1 Dear Father, to thy mercy-seat 

My soul for shelter flies : 
'T is here I find a safe retreat 
When storms and tempests rise. 

2 My cheerful hope can never die, 

K thou, my God, art near ; 
Thy grace can raise my comforts high. 
And banish every fear. 

3 My great Protector, and my Lord ! 

Thy constant aid impart ; 
Oh ! let thy kind, thy gracious word 
Sustain my trembhng heart. 

4 Oh ! never let my soul remove 

From this divine retreat ; 
Still let me trust thy power and love. 
And dwell beneath thy feet. 




I - Belf h»» bid Uiee pray, 



There -foro will not eaj tliee nay. 



^^1^^^ 



740. 

2 With my burden I begin; — 
Lord ! remove this loud of ein ; 
Let tby blood, for Bioners spilt, 
Set my conscience free from guilt. 

3 Lord ! I come to tbee for rest, 
Take poKsession of my breast ; 
There, thy sovereign right maintain, 
And, without a rival, reign. 

4 While I am a pilgrim here. 
Let tby love my spirit cheer; 

Be my guide, my guard, my friend. 
Lead me to my journey's end. 

5 Show me what I have to do. 
Every hour my strength renevf ; 
Let me live a life of &ith, 

Let me die thy people's death. 

741. 

1 LoBD I I cannot let thee go. 
Till a blessing thoa bestow ; 
Do not turn away thy face. 
Mine 'a an urgent, pressing case, 

2 Once, a sinner, near despair, 
Sought tby mercy-seat by prayer ; 
Mercy heard and set him free — ■ 
Lord ! that mercy came to me. 

3 Many days have passed since then, 
Many changes I nave seen ; 

Yet have been npheld till now ; 
Who could hold me up but thon 1 



4 Tliou hast helped in every need — 
This emboldens nic to plead ; 
After so much mcriy past, 
Canst thou let mc si'nk at last ! 

5 No — 1 must maintain my hold ; 
'Tis thy goodness makes me bold ; 
I can no denial take, 

Since I plead for Jesus' sake. 

743. 

1 Lord, we come before theo now. 
At thy feet we-hnmbly bow; 
Oh, do not our suit disJain ! 
Shall wo seek thee, Lord, in vain ? 

2 Lord, on thee our souls depend, 
In compassion now descend ; 

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to sing thy praise. 

3 In thine own appointed way, 
Now we seek thee; here we stay; 
Lord, we know not how to go. 
Till a blessing thou bestow. 

4 Comfort those who weep and mourn; 
Let the time of joy return ; 

Those that are cast down lift up ; 
Make them strong in faith and hopa. 
6 Grant that all may seek and find 
Thee a God supremely kind ; 
Heal the sick; the capfis'c free; 
Let us all rejoice in thee. 
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1. Soft and ho - ly is the place, Where the light that beams from heaven 
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Shows the Sa - viour's smil - ing face, With the joy 
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of sin for - given. 
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743. 

2 There, with one accord we meet, 

All the words of life to hear ; 
Bending low at Jesus' feet. 
Worshiping with godly fear. 

3 Let the world and all its cares 

Now retire from every breast ; 
Let the tempter and his snares 
Cease to hinder or molest. 

4 Precious Sabbath of the Lord, 

Fairest type of heaven above ! 
Purest joy thy scenes aflPord 

To the heart that 's tuned to love. 

744. 

1 Stealing from the world away. 

We are corae to seek thy face ; 
Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray. 
Grant us thy reviving grace. 

2 Yonder stars that gild the sky 

Shine but with a borrowed light ; 
We, unless thy light be nigh, 
Wander, wrapt in gloomy night. 

3 Sun of Righteousness ! dispel 

All our darkness, doubts, and fears ; 
May thy light within us dwell, 
Till eternal day appears. 

4 Warm our hearts in prayer and praise, 

Lift our every thought above ; 
Hear the grateful songs we raise, 
Fill us with thy perfect love. 



74S. 

1 Thou, from whom we never part. 

Thou, whose love is everywhere, 
Thou, who seest every heart. 
Listen to our evening prayer. 

2 Father, fill our hearts with love, 

Love unfailing, full and free ; 
Love no injury can move, 
Love that ever rests on thee. 

3 Heavenly Father ! through the night 

Keep us safe from every ill. 
Cheerful as the morning light 
May we wake to do thy will. 

746. 

1 They who seek the throne of grace 
Find that throne in every place ; 
If we live a life of prayer, 

God is present everywhere. 

2 In our sickness and our health. 
In our want, or in our wealth. 
If we look to God in prayer, 
God is present everywhere. 

3 When oui; earthly comforts fail, 
When the woes of life prevail, 
'T is the time for earnest prayer ; 
God is present everywhere. 

4 Then, my soul, in every strait. 
To thy Father come, and wait ; 
He will answer every prayer : 
God is present everywhere. 
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FATHERXiAXTD. 68 & 48. 
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1. I'm but a stranger here, Heaven is my home ; Earth is a desert drear, Heaven is my home : 

2. What tho* the tempest rage, Heaven is my home ; Short is my pilgrim-age. Heaven is my home : 




Danger and sorrow stand Round me on every hand ; Heaven is mv fatherland, Heaven is my home. 
Time's cold and wintry blast Soon will be overpast ; I shall reach home at last, Heaven is my home. 
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There are the good and blest, 
Those I loved most and best, 
And there I, too, shall rest ; — 
Heaven is my home ! 



747. 

3 There, at my Saviour's side. 
Heaven is my home ; 
I shall be glorified— 
Heaven is my home : 

SHINING SHORE. 8a & 7a. 



Hymn 748. 



G. P. Boot. 
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My days are gliding swiftly by, And I, a pilgrim stranger, Would not de- tain them 
. We'U gird our loins, my brethren dear. Our distant home discerning ; Our ab-sent Lord has 
8. Should coming days be cold and dark, "We need not cease our sing-ing ; That per-fect rest nought 
4. Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow, Each chord on earth to sev - er. Our Kmg says, come, and 




as they fly I Those hours of toil and dan - ger. For oh 1 we stand on Jordan's strand, Our 

left us word. Let ev - ery lamp be burning — For oh 1 Ac, 

can mo - lest, Where golden harps are ring-ing, For oh 1 Ac 

there's our home, For - ev - er, oh I for - ev - er I For oh I Ac. 




friends are passing o - ver, And just before, the shining shore We may al-most dis - ooT««r. 




^ i ^trr i ^[r i ii^ri^Frirf]r 



SOCIAL MEETINGS. 
I. lis. 




1. Mj home is in heaveD, my rest is not here ; Then why should I murmur when trials are near 9 




Be hushed, my dark spirit, the worst that can come,But shortens my journey, and hastens me home. 




749. 

2 It is not for me to be seeking my bliss, 
And building my hopes in a region like 

tbis; 
I look for a citv wbicb bands have not 

piled, 
I pant for a country by sin undefiled. 

3 The thorn and the thistle around me 

may grow, 
I would not recline upon roses below, 
I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest. 
Till ever with Jesus, I lie on his breast. 

750. 

1 Oh, had I, my Saviour, th0 wirfgs of a 

dove. 
How soon would I soar to thy presence 

above ; 
How soon would I flee where the weary 

have rest. 
And hide all my cares in thy sheltering 

breast. 

2 I flutter, I struggle, I long to be free, 

I feel me a captive while banished from 

thee ; 
A pilgrim and stranger, the desert I roam; 
And look on to heaven, and fain would 

be home. 

3 Ah, there the wild tempest forever shall 

cease. 
No billow shall ruffle that haven of 
peace ; 



Temptation and trouble alike shall depart. 
All tears from the eye, and all sin from 
the heart. 

4 Soon, soon may this Eden of promise be 
mine ; 

Kise, bright sun of glory, no more to de- 
cline ! 

Thy light, yet unrisen, the wilderness 
cheers — 

Oh, what will it be when the fullness 
appears ! 

751. 

1 'Mid scenes of confusion, and. crcaturo 

complaints. 
How sweet to my soul is communioii 

with saints ; 
To find at the banquet of mercy tb^re 's 

room, 
And feel in the presence of Jesus %t home. 

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children 

of peace ! 
And thrice precious Jesas, whose love 

cannot cease ! 
Though oft from thy presence in sadness 

I roam, 
I long to behold thee in glory at home. 

3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free. 
Which hinders my joy and communion 

with thee ; 
Though now my temptation like billows 

may foam, 
All, all will be peace, when I'm with 

thee at home. 
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MT. BLANC. 7a & 68. 



FLTafovTO Coll. 

a. 




1. We are on our journey home» Where Christ our Lord is gone ; We shall meet around his throne, 




When he makes his people one, In the new, In the new 
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753 

2 We can see that distant home, 

Tho' clouds rise dark between ; 
Faith views the radiant dome, 
And a lustre flashes keen. 
From the new Jerusalem. 

3 Oh, glory shining far 

From the never setting Sun ! 
Oh, trembling morning star ! 
Our journey 's almost done, 
To the new Jerusalem. 

I'M A pilgrim: 




! n the new Je-ru-sa-lem. 



4 Oh, holy, heavenly home! 

Oh, rest eternal there ! 
When shall the exiles come, 

Where they cease from earthly care, 
In the new Jerusalem. 

5 Our hearts are breaking now 

Those mansions fair to see ; 
O Lord ! thy heavens bow, 
And raise us up with thee 
To the new Jerusalem. 
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1. I'm a pil - grim, and Pm a stranger ; I cau tar-ry, I can tar-ry but a night ; 




753. 

2 There the glory is ever shining I 

Oh, my longing heart, my longing heart 

is there ! 
Here in this country so dark and dreary, 
I long have wandered forlorn and weary. 



3 There 's the city to which I journey ; 
My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light! 
There is no sorrow, nor any sighing, 
Nor any tears there, nor any dying ! 
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1. In the Chi istian'B home in gloiy There remains a land'of rest, There my Saviour's gone before me 
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anon US. 




To ful - fill my soul's request ; There is rest for the wea-ry, There is rest for the wea-ry, 





There ia rest for the wea-ry, There is rest for you — On the oth-er side of Jor-dan, 





In the sweet fields of E - den, Where the tree of life is blooming, There is rest for you 1 
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754. 

2 He is fitting up my mansion, 

Which eternally shall stand, 
For my stay shall not be transient 
In that holy, happy land* 
There is rest, etc. 

3 Pain nor sickness ne'er shall enter, 

Grief nor woe my lot shall share ; 
But in that celestial centre 
I a crown of life shall wear. 
There is rest> etc. 



4 Death itself shall then be vanquished. 

And his sting shall be withdrawn ; 
Shout for gladness, ye ransome^ I 
Hail with joy the rising morn. 
There is rest, etc. 

5 Sing, oh, sing, ye heirs of glory ! 

Shout your triumph as you go ; 
Zion's gates will open for you, 

You shall find an entrance through. 
There is rest, etc. 
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BEAUTIFtrL ZION. 88. 



TTm. B. Bbadbvbt. 




1. Beau-ti - ful Zi - on, built a - bove, Beau-ti - ful cit - y that I love ; 





Beau-ti-ful gates of pearl -y white, Beau-ti -ful tem-ple — ^God its light; 




He who was slain on Cal - ya - ry. Opens those pearl-y gates to me. 




755. 

2 Beautiful heaven, where all is light, 
Beautiful angels, clothed in white, 
Beautiful strains, that never tire, 
Beautiful harps through all the choir ; 
There shall I join the chorus sweet. 
Worshiping at the Saviour's feet, 

3 Beautiful crowns on every brow. 
Beautiful palms the conquerors show. 



Beautiful robes the ransomed wear. 
Beautiful all who enter there ; 
Thither I press with eager feet. 
There shall my rest be long and sweet 

4 Beautiful throne of Christ our King, 
Beautiful songs the angels sing. 
Beautiful rest, all wanderings cease, 
Beautiful home of perfect peace ; 
There shall my eyes the Saviour see ; 
Haste to this heavenly homo with mo ! 



LOOKING HOME 




1. Ah 1 this heart is void and chill, 'Mid earth's noisy throng - ing ; For my Father's 
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MEFRAIN. 




man - sions still Ear - nest - ly is long - ing, Look-ing home, look - ing home. 




Towards the heayenly man-sions Je - sub hath prepared for me In his Father^s Idng-dom. 




756. 

2 Soon the glorious day will dawn, 

Heavenly pleasures bringing ; 
Night will be exchanged for morn, 
Sighs give place to singing. — Be/rain, 

3 Oh ! to be at home again, 

All for which we 're sighing, 
From all earthly want and pain 
To be swiftly flying. — Refrain. 



S'WEET LAND OF REST. C. M. 



4 With this load of sin and care, 

Then no longer bending, 

But with waiting anircls there 

On our soul attending. — 

Refrain, Blessed home, blessed home, 
All for which we 're sighing. 
Soon our Lord will bid us come 
To our Father's kingdom. — 



Wm. B. Bbadbubt. 




1. Sweet land of rest ! for thee I sigh, When will the moment come When I shall lajr my ar-mor by, 

2. No tranquil joys on earth I know, No peaceful, sheltering dome ; This world's a wilderness of woe, 







And dwell with Christ at home. Home, home, sweet, sweet home, And dwell with Christ at home. home. 
This world is not my home. Home, home, &c. 
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757. 

d To Jesus Christ I sought for rest, 
He bade me cease to roam. 
But fly for succor to his breast, 
And he 'd conduct me home. 
Home, homcj etc. 



4 Weary of wandering round and round, 
This vale of sin and gloom, 
I long to leave the unhallowed ground, 
And dwell with Christ at home. 
Home, home, etc. 
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DEATH AND JUDailENT. 



Zi. lldC. 



WiL B. Bbadbubt. 




1. A - Bleep in Je - susl bless -ed sleep! From which none ev - er wake to -weep; 





A calm and un - dis-turbed re 



Un - broken by the last cf foes. 




7SS. 

1 Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 
From which none ever wake to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 

2 Asleep in Jesus ! oh, how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet ! 
With holy confidence to sing 

That death hath lost its venomed sting ! 

3 Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest ! 
Whose waking is supremely blest ; 
No fear — no woe, shall dim the hour 
That manifests the Saviour's power. 

i Asleep in Jesus ! oh, for mo 
May such a blissful refuge be : 
Securely shall my ashes lie. 
And wait the summons from o^ high. 

5 Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee 

Thy kindred and their graves may be : 
But there is still a blessed sleep 
From which none ever wake to weep. 

759. 

1 Why should we start, and fear to die ! 
What timorous worms we mortals are ! 
Death is the gate of endless joy, 
And yet we dread to enter there. 

2 The pains, the groans, and dying strife 
Fright our approaching souls away ; 
We still shrink back again to life, 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 



3 Oh, if my Lord would come and meet, 
My soul should stretch her wings in haste, 
Fly fearless through death's iron gate, 
Nor feel the terrors as she passed ! 

4 Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are, 
While on his breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there I 

760. 

1 How blest the righteous when he dies I 
When sinks a weary soul to rest ! 
How mildly beam the closing eyes ! 
How gently heaves th' expiring breast ! 

2 So fades a summer cloud away ; 

So sinks the gale when storms arc o'er; 
So gently shuts the eye of day ; 
So dies a wave along the shore. 

3 A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm which life nor death destroys ; 
And naught disturbs that peace profound 
Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears. 
Where lights and shades alternate dwell ; 
How bright th' unchanging morn ap- 
pears! 

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell ! 

5 Life's labor done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load the spirit flies, 
While heaven and earth combine to say, 
" How blest the righteous when he dies I" 
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1. Let me be with thee where thou art. My Sayiour, my e - ter - nal Kest ; 




Then on - ly will this long - ing heart Be ful - \y and for 



ev - er blest. 




761. 

1 Let me be with thee where thou art, 
My Saviour, my eternal Rest ; 
Then only will this longing heart 
Be fully and forever blest. 

2 Let me be with thee where thou art. 
Thine unvailed glory to behold ; 
Then only will this wandering heart 
Cease to be false to thee and cold. 

3 Let me be with thee where thou art. 
Where spotless saints thy name adore ; 
Then only will this sinful heart 

Be evil and defiled no more. 

4 Let me be with thee where thou art, 
Where none can die, where none remove ; 
There neither death nor life will part 
Me from thy presence and thy love. 

763. 

1 The hour of my departure 's come, 

I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
At last, O Lord ! let trouble cease, 
And let thy servant die in peace. 

2 Not in mine innocence I trust ; 
I bow before thee in the dust ; 
And thro' my Saviour's blood alone, 
I look for mercy at thy throne. 

3 I leave the world without a tear, 
Save for the friends I held so dear ; 
To heal their sorrows. Lord, descend, 
And to the friendless prove a friend. 



4 I come, I come at thy command, 
I give my spirit to thy hand ; 
Stretch forth thine everlasting arms. 
And shield me in the last alarms. 

5 The hour of my departure 's come, 

I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
Now, oh ! my God, let trouble cease, 
Now let thy servant die in peace. 



763. 

1 Gently, my Saviour, let me down, 
To slumber in the arms of death ; 
I rest my soul on thee alone, 
Ev'n till my last, expiring breath. 

2 Soon will the storm of life be o'er, 
And I shall enter endless rest ; 
There I shall live to sin no more. 
And bless thy name, forever blest. 

3 Bid me possess sweet peace within ; 
Let child-like patience keep my heart ; 
Then shall I feel my heaven begin, 
Before my spirit hence depart. 

4 Oh, speed thy chariot, God of love. 
And take me from this world of woe ; 
I long to reach those joys above. 
And bid farewell to all below. 

5 There shall my raptured spirit raise 
Still louder notes than angels sing, — 
High glories to Immanuel's grace. 
My God, my Saviour, and my King ! 
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1. So fades the love - ly, bloom -ing flower, Frail smil-iDg eol - ace of an hour: 
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764. 

2 Is there no kind, no healing art, 

To soothe the anguisli of the heart ? 
Divine Redeemer, be thou nigh : 
Thy comforts were not made to die. 

3 Then gentle patience smiles on pain ; 
And dying hope revives again ; 

Hope wipes the tear from sorrow's eye,. 
And faith points upward to the sky. 

765. 

1 Unvail thy bosom, faithful tomb ; 
Take this new treasure to thy trust, 
And give these sacred relics room 
To slumber in the silent dust. 

2 Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear, 
Invade thy bounds ; no mortal woes 

'Can reach the peaceful sleeper here, 
While angels watch the soft repose. 

3 So Jesus slept ; God's dying Son 
Passed thro' the grave, and blessed thebed : 
Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne 
The morning break, and pierce the shade. 

4 Break from his throne, illustrious morn ! 
Attend, O earth ! his sovereign word : 
Restore thy trust : a glorious form 
Shall then ascend to meet the Lord ! 

766. 

1 What sinners value I resign ; 

Lord ! 't is enough that thou art mine ; 

I shall behold thy blissful face. 

And stand complete in righteousness. 



2 This life 's a dream — an empty show ; 
But the bright world, to which I go. 
Hath joys substantial and sincere; 
When shall I wake, and find me there? 

3 Oh ! glorions hour ! — oh ! blest abode ! 
I shall be near, and like my God ; 
And flesh and sin no more control 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground. 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound ; 
Then burst the chains, with sweet surprise, 
And in my Saviour's image rise. 



767. 

1 " Wk 've no abiding city here :" 
Sad truth, were this to be our home ; 
But let this thought our spirits cheer, 
" We seek a city yet to come." 

2 "We've no abiding city here ;" 
We seek a city out of sight : 
Zion its name — the Lord is there, 
It shines with everlasting light. 

8 O sweet abode of peace and love, 
Where pilgrims freed from toil are blest I 
Had I the pinions of a dove, 
I 'd fly to thee, and be at rest. 

4 But hush, my soul ! nor dare repine ; 
The time my God appoints is best : 
While here, to do his will be mine. 
And his to fix my time of rest. 
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Great God, what do I see and hear ! The end of things cre-a - ted ! 
The Judge of mankind doth appear, On clouds of glo-17 seat 




i - ted! ) 

at - ed : j* The trumpet sounds ; th« 
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graves re - store The dead which they contained before : Pre-pare, my soul, to meet him. 




768. 

2 The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
At the last trumpet's sounding, 
Caught up to meet him in the skies, 
With joy their Lord surrounding ; 
No gloomy feara their souls dismay. 
His presence sheds eternal day 
On those prepared to meet him. 

8 But sinners, filled with guilty fears, 
Behold his wrath prevailing ; 
For they shall rise, and find their tears 
And sighs are unavailing : 
The day of grace is past and gone ; 
Trembling they stand before flie throne, 
All unprepared to meet him. 

4 Great God ! what do I see and hear ! 
The end of things created ! 
The Judge of man I see appear. 
On clouds of glory seated : 
Beneath his cross I view the day 
When heaven and earth shall pass away, 
And thus prepare to meet him. 

769. 

1 The day of wrath ! that dreadful day. 
When heaven and earth shall pass away ! — 
What power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? — 

2 When, shriveling like a parched scroll. 
The flaming heavens together roll, 



And louder yet, and yet more dread. 
Swells the high trump that wakes tho 
dea4 ! 

3 Oh, on that day, that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from clay. 
Be thou, O Christ, the sinner's stay, 
Tho' heaven and earth shall pass away. 

770. 

1 The Lord shall come! the earth shall 

quake ; 
The mountains to their centre shake ; 
And withering from the vault of night, 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

2 The Lord shall come ! but not the same 
As once in lowly form he came, — 

A silent Lamb before his foes, 
A weary man, and full of woes. 

3 The Lord shall come ! a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm, 
On cherub- wings, and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human kind 1 

4 Can this be he, who wont to stray 
A pilgrim on the world's highway. 

By power oppressed, and mocked by 

pride,— 
The Nazarene, the Crucified ? 

5 While sinners in despair shall call, 

" Rocks, hide us ! mountains, on us fall T 
The saints, ascending from the tomb. 
Shall sing for joy, " The Lord is come !** 
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rri. 

1 Why do we mourn departing friends, 

Or shake at death's alarms ? 
'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends, 
To call them to his arms. 

2 Are we not tending upward, too, 

As fast as time can move ? 
Nor would we wish the hours more slow. 
To keep us from our love. 

3 Why should we tremble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb ? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 
And scattered all the gloom. 

4 The graves of all his saints he blessed. 

And softened every bed ; 
Where should the dying members rest, 

But with the dying Head ? 
6 Thence he arose, ascending high, 

And showed our feet the way ; 
TJp to the Lord we, too, shall fly, 

At the great rising day. 

6 Then let the last loud trumpet sound, 
And bid our kindred rise ; 
Awake ! ye nations under ground ; 
Ye saints ! ascend the skies. 

rra. 

1 Why should our tears in sorrow flow, 
When God recalls his own ; 
And bids them leave a world of wo 
For an immortal crown ? 



Is not ev'n death a gain to those 
Whose life to God was given ? 

Gladly to earth their eyes they close, 
To open them in heaven. 

Their toils are past, their work is done, 

And they are fully blest : 
They fought the fight, the victory won, 

And entered into rest. 

Then let our sorrows cease to flow, — 

God has recalled his own ; 
And let our hearts in every woe, 

Still say,—" Thy will be done !" 

773. 

How still and peaceful is the grave ! 

Where, life's vain tumults past, 
Th' appointed house, by heaven's decree, 

Keceives us all at last. 

The wicked there from troubling cease ; 

Their passions rage no more ; 
And there the weary pilgrim rests 

From all the toils he bore. 

There servants, masters, small and great, 

Partake the same repose ; 
And there, in peace, the ashes mix 

Of those who once were foes. 

All, leveled by the hand of death. 

Lie sleeping in the tomb, 
Till God in judgment calls them forth, 

To meet their final doom. 
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774. 

1 Oh, for an overcoming faith 

To cheer my dying hours ! 
To tiiumph o'er the monster, death, 
And all his frightful powers. 

2 Joyful, with all the strength I have, 

My quivering lips should sing, 
" Where is thy boasted victory, grave ? 
And where the monster's sting?" 

3 If sin be pardoned, Fm secure ; 

Death has no sting beside : 
The law gives sin its damning power, 
But Christ, my ransom, died. 

4 Now to the God of victory 

Immortal thanks be paid, 
Who makes us conquerors while we die, 
Through Christ our living Head. 

775. 

1 Thro' sorrow's night, and danger's path,- 

Amid the deepening gloom, 
We, followers of our suffering Lord, 
Are marching to the tomb. 

2 There, when the turmoil is no more, 

And all our powers decay. 
Our cold remains in solitude 
Shall sleep the years away. 

3 Our labors done, securely laid 

In this our last retreat, 
Unheeded o'er our silent dust 
The storms of earth shall beat. 



4 Yet not thus buried or extinct. 
The vital spark shall lie ; 
For o'er life's wreck that spark shall rise 
To seek its kindred sky. 

6 These ashes, too, this little dust, 
Our Father's care shall keep, 
Till the last angel rise and break 
The long and dreary sleep. 

6 Then love's soft dew o'er every eye 
Shall shed its mildest rays. 
And the long-silent voice awake 
With shouts of endless praise. 

776. 

1 Dear as thou wert, and justly dear. 

We will not weep for thee : 
One thought shall check the starting tear : 
It is, that thou art free. 

2 And thus shall faith's consoling power 

The tears of love restrain : 
Oh, who that saw thy parting hour. 
Could wish thee back again 1 

3 Triumphant in thy closing eye 

The hope of glory shone ; 
Joy breathed in thy expiring sigh. 
To think the fight was won. 

4 Gently the passing spirit fled, 

Sustained by grace divine : 
Oh, may such grace on me be shed. 
And make my end like thine 1 
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777. 

2 Our fathers, where are they, 

With all they called their own ? 
Their joys and griefs, and hopes and cares, 
And wealth and honor gone ! 

3 And where the fathers lie, 

Must all the children dwell ; 
Nor other heritage possess, 
But such a gloomy cell. 

4 God of our fathers hear, 

Thou everlasting Friend ! 
While we, as on life's utmost verge, 
Our soul's to thee commend. 

5 Of all the pious dead 

May we the footsteps trace, 
Till with them, in the land of light. 
We dwell befolo thy face. 

778. 

1 And must this body die ? — 

This mortal frame decay ? 
And must these active limbs of mine 
Lie mouldering in the clay ? 

2 God, my Redeemer, lives, 

And, often from the skies. 
Looks down and watches all my dust, 
Till he shall bid it rise. 

3 Arrayed in glorious grace, 

Shall these vile bodies shine ; 
And every shape, and every face, 
Look heavenly and divine. 



These lively hopes we owe 

To Jesus' dying love ; 
We would adore his grace below, 

And sing his power above. 

Dear Lord ! accept the praise 
Of these our humble songs ; 

Till tunes of nobler sound we raise, 
With our immortal tongues. 

779. 

Comb, Lord, and tarry not ! 

Bring the long-looked-for day ; 
Oh, why these years of waiting here, 

These ages of delay? 

Come, for thy saints still wait ; 

Daily ascends their sigh ; 
The Spirit and the Bride say. Come I 

Dost thou not hear the cry ? 

Come, for creation groans. 

Impatient of thy stay, 
Worn out with these long years of illf^ 

These ages of delay. 

Come, and make all things new, 
Build up this ruined earth. 

Restore our faded paradise. 
Creation's second birth. 

Come and begin thy reign 

Of everlasting peace. 
Come, take the kingdom to thyself 

Great King of Righteousness I 
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780. 

2 It is not death to close 

The eye long dimmed by tears, 
And wake, in glorious repose 
To spend eternal years. 

3 It is not death to bear 

The wrench that sets us free 
From dungeon chain, — ^to breathe the air 
Of boundless liberty. 

4 It is not death to fling 

Aside this sinful dust, 
And rise, on strong exulting wing, 
To live among the just 

5 Jesus, thou Prince of life ! 

Thy chosen cannot die ; 
Like thee, they conquer in the strife, 
To reign with thee on high. 

781. 

1 " Servant of God, well done, 

Rest from thy loved employ : 
The battle fought, the victory won, 
Enter thy Master's joy." 

2 The voice at midnight came, 

He started up to hear ; 
A mortril arrow pierced his frame. 
He fell — but felt no fear. 

8 Tranquil amidst alarms, 
It found him on the field, 
A veteran slnmberiDg on his arms, 
Beneath his red-cross shield. 



4 His spirit^ with a bound, 

Left its encumbering clay ; 
His tent, at sunrise, on the ground, 
A darkened ruin lay. 

5 The pains of death are past, 

Labor and sorrow cease ; 
And, life's long warfare closed at last, 
His soul is found in peace. 

6 Soldier of Christ, well done I 

Praise be thy new employ ; 
And while eternal ages run. 
Best in thy Saviour's joy. 

789. 

1 Alas the brittle clay, 

That built our body first! 
And, every month, and every day, 
T is mouldering back to dust. 

2 Our moments fly apace. 

Nor will our minutes stay ; 
Just like a flood, our hasty days 
Are sweeping us away. 

3 Well, if our days must fly. 

We'll keep their end in sight; 
We '11 spend them all in wisdom'6 "Way^ 
And let them speed their flight. 

4 They 'II waft us sooner o'er 

This life's tempestuous sea : 
Soon we shall reach the peaceful shotO 
Of blest eternity. 
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783. 

1 " Forever with the Lord !" 

So,' Jesus ! let it be ; 
Life from the dead is in that word ; 
'T is immortality. 

2 Here, in the body pent, 

Absent from thee I roam : 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

3 My Father's house on high, 

Home of my soul ! how near, 
At times, to faith's aspiring eye, 
Thy golden gates appear ! 

4 ** Forever with the Lord !" 

Father, if 't is thy will. 
The promise of thy gracious word, 
Ev'n. here to me fulfill. 

6 So, when my latest breath 
Shall rend the vail in twain. 
By death I shall escape from death, 
And life eternal gain. 

6 Knowing " as I am known," 
How shall I love that word. 
And oft repeat before the throne, 
" Forever with the Lord 1" 

784. 

1 Oh, for the death of those 
Who slumber in the Lord ! 
Oh, be like theirs my last repose, 
Like theirs my last reward ! 



2 Their bodies in the ground, 

In silent hope may lie, 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound 
Shall call them to the sky. 

3 Their ransomed spirits soar 

On wings of faith and love. 

To meet the Saviour they adore, 

And reign with him above. 

4 With us their names shall live 

Through long succeeding years, 
Embalmed with all our hearts can give. 
Our praises and our tears. 

5 Oh, for the death of those 

Who slumber in the Lord ! 

Ob, be like theirs my last repose, 

Like theirs my last reward ! 

789. 

1 Behold, the day is come ; 

The righteous Judge is near ; 
And sinners, trembling at their doom, 
Shall soon their sentence hear. 

2 How awful is the sight 1 

How loud the thunders roar I 
The sun forbears to give his light, 
And stars are seen no more. 

3 The whole creation groans ; 

But saints arise and sing : 
They are the ransomed of the Lord, 
And he their God and King. 
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786. 

« 

2 The pity of the Lord, 

To those that fear his name, 
ts such as tender parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble frame. 

3 Our days are as the grass, 

Or like the morning flower : 
If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field. 
It withers in an hoar. 

4 But thy compassions, Lord, 

To endless years endure ; 
And children's children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 

787. 

• 

1 Lord, let rac know mine end. 

My days, how brief their date, 
That I may timely comprehend 
How frail my best estate. 

2 My life is but a span, 

Mine age is nought with thee ; 
Sure, in his highest honor, man 
Is dust and vanity. 

3 Dumb at thy feet I lie. 

For thou hast brought me low ; 
Remove thy judgments, lest I die; 
I faint beneath thy blow. 

4 At thy rebuke, the bloom 

Of man's vain beauty flies ; 
And grief shall like a moth consume 
All that delights our ey^. 



6 Have pity on my fears. 
Hearken to my request ; 
Turn not in silence fi'om mv tears. 
But give the mourner rest. 

6 Oh, spare me yet, I pray. 

Awhile my strength restore, 

Ere I am summoned hence away, 

And seen on earth no more. 



788. 

1 Rest for the toiling hand, 

Rest for the anxious brow. 
Rest for the weary, way-worn feet, 
Rest from all labor now ; — 

2 Rest for the fevered brain. 

Rest for the throbbing eye ; 
Through these parched lips of thine no 
more 
Shall pass the moan or sigh. 

3 Soon shall the trump of God 

Give out the welcome sound, 
That shakes thy silent chamber-walls, 
And breaks the turf-sealed ground. 

4 Ye dwellers in the dust. 

Awake ! come forth and sing ; * 

Sharp has your frost of winter been, 

But bright shall be your spring. 

5 'T was sown in weakness here ; 

'Twill then be raised in power: 
That which was sown an earthly seed, « 
Shall rise a heavenly flower 1 
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780. 

f Brother, thougli from yonder sky 
Cometh neither voice nor cry ; 
Yet we know fw thee to-dav, 
Eveiy pain hath passed away. 

$ Not for thee shall teara bo given, 
Child of God, and heir of heaven ! 
For lie gave thee sweet release ; 
Thine the Christian's death of peace. 

8 Well we know thy living faith 
Had the power to conquer death ; 
As a living rose may bloom 
By the border of the tomb. 

4 Brother, in that solemn trust 
We commend thee, dust to dust I 
Tn that faith wo wait, till, risen. 
Thou shalt meet us all iu heaven. 

6 While we weep as Jesus wept. 
Thou shalt sleep as Jesus slept : 
AVith thy Saviour thou shalt rest. 
Crowned, and glorified, and blest 

790. 

1 Hark ! that shout of raptarous joy, 

Bureting forth from yonder cloud ! 
Jesus comes, and through the sky 
Angels tell their joy aloud ! 

2 Hark I the trumpet's awful voice 

Sounds abroad, through sea and land ; 
Let his people now rejoice ! 
Their redemption is at hand. 



3 See ! the Lord appears in view ; 

Ucaven and earth before him fly ! 
Rise, ye saints, he comes for you — 
Rise to meet him in the sky. 

4 Go, and dwell with him above. 

Where no foe can e'er molest: 
Happy in tlie Saviour's love ! 
Ever blessing, ever blest. 

791. 

1 Hark ! a voice divides the sky ! 

Happy are the faithful dead 
Li the Lord who sweetly die ! 

They from all their toils are freed. 

2 Ready for their glorious crown, 

Sorrows past and sins forgiven, — 
Here they lay their burden down, 
Hallowed and made meet for heaven, 

3 Yes! tlio Christian's course is run I 

Ended is the glorious strife ; % 
Fought the fig!»t, the work is done ; 
Death is swallowed up in life ! 

4 Lo ! the prisoner is released — 

Lightened of his heavy load ; 
Where the weary are at rest, 
He is gathered unto God ! 

5 When from flesh the spirit freed, 

Hastens homeward to return. 
Mortals cry, ^ A man is dead I" 
Angels sing, '* A child is born P* 
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799. 

2 I would not live alway ; no, — welcome 

the tomb ; 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its 

gloom ; 
There, sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise, 
To hail him in triumph descendingtheskies. 

Who — who would live alway, away from 

his God ; 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode, 
BAXTER 108. 
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Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the 

bright plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally 



reigns ? 



4 There saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported 

to greet ; 
While anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of 

the soul. 
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793. 

2 Go to the grave: at noon from labor cease ; 
Rest on thy sheaves,th y li arvesttask is don e ; 
Come from the heat of battle, and in peace, 
Soldier,gohome; with thee the fight iswon. 

3 Go to the grave; for there thy Saviour lay 
In death*s embraces, ere he rose on high ; 



And all the ransomed, by that narrow way. 
Passed to eternal life beyond the sky. 

4 Go to the grave : — no; take thy seat above; 
Be thy pure spirit present with the Lord, 
Where thou for faith and hope hast per- 
fect love, 
And open vision for the written wori 
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794. 

2 Behold the bed of death — 

The pale and mortal clay ; 
Heard ye the sob of parting breath ? 

Marked ye the eye s last ray? 
No ; life so sweetly ceased to be, 
It lapsed in immortality. 

3 Why mourn the pious dead ? 

Why sorrows swell our eyes ? 
Can sighs recall the spirit fled ? 

Shall vain regrets arise ! 
Tho' death has caused this altered mien, 
In heaven the ransomed soul is seen. 

4 Bury the dead and weep 

In stillness o'er the loss ; 
Bury the dead ! in Christ they sleep, 

Who Lore on earth his cross ; 
And from the grave their dust shall rise, 
In his own image to the skies. 

795. 

1 Friend after friend departs : 
Who hath not lost a friend ? 



There is no union here of hearts 

That finds not here an end ; 
Were this frail world our only rest, 
Living or dying, none were blest. 

2 Beyond the flight of time, 

Beyond this vale of death, 
There surely is some blessed clime 

Where life is not a breath, 
Nor life's affections transient fire, 
Whose sparks fly upward to expire. 

8 There is a world above, 

Where parting is unknown ; 
A whole eternity of love. 

Formed for the good alone ; 
And faith beholds the dying here 
Translated to that happier sphere. 

4 Thus star by star declines. 
Till all are passed away, 
As morning high and higher shines, 

To pure and perfect day ; 
Nor sink those stars in empty night — 
They hide themselves in heaven's own 
light 
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796. 

2 Ye souls that are wounded 1 oh, flee to the 

Saviour; 

He calls you in mercy, — 't is infinite favor; 

Your sins are increasing, — escape to the moun- 
tain, — 

His blood can remove them, — ^it flows tcom the 
fountain. . 

3 Jesus I ride onward, triumphantly glorious. 
O'er sin, death, and hell, thou art more than 

victorious ; 

Thy name is the theme of the great congrega- 
tion, 

While angels and men raise the shout of salva- 
tion. 

4 With joy shall we stand, when escaped to the 

shore; 
With harps in our handS) we '11 praise him the 

more; 
We 11 range the sweet plains on the bank of the 

river, 
And sing of salvation forever and ever I 

797. 

I Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not 
deplore thee, 
Though sorrow and darkness encompass the 
tomb; 



The Saviour hath passed through its portals be- 
fore thee, 

And the lamp of his love is thy guide through 
the gloom. 

2 Thou art gone to the grave I we no longer be- 

hold thee, 

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy 
side; 

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to en- 
fold thee, 

And sinners may hope^ for the Sinless hath died. 

3 Thou art gone to the grave' 1 and, its mansion 

forsaking. 
What though thy weak spirit in fear lingered 

long: 
The sunshine of Paradise beamed on thy waking, 
And the sound which thou heard'st^ Was the 

seraphim's song. 

4 Thou art gone to the grave I but we will not de- 

plore thee. 
For God was thy ransom, thy Guardian, and 

Guide 
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore 

thee; 
And death hath no stmg, for the Saviour haih 

died. 
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798. 

1 Jesus, while our hearts arc bleeding 

O'er the spoils that death has won, 
We would at this solemn meeting, 
Calmly say, — thy will be done. 

2 Though cast down, wc 're not forsaken ; 

Though afflicted, not alone ; 
Thou didst give, and thou hast taken ; 
Blessed Lord,— ^thy will be done. 

3 Tho' to-day we 're filled with mourning, 

Mercy still is on the throne ; 
With thy smiles of love returning. 
We can sing — thy will be done. 

4 By thy hands the boon was given. 

Thou hast taken but thine own : 
Lord of eai-th, and God of heaven. 
Evermore, — thy will be done ! 

799. 

1 Tarry with me, O my Saviour ! 

For the day is passing by ; 
See ! the shades of evening gather, 
And the night is drawing nigh. 

2 Deeper, deeper grow the shadows. 

Paler now the glowing west. 
Swift the night of death advances ; 
Shall it be the night of rest ? 

3 Lonely seems the vale of shadow ; 

Sinks my heart with troubled fear ; 
Give me faith for clearer vision, 

Speak thou, Lord, in words of cheer. 



4 Let me hear thy voice behind me. 
Calming all these wild alarms ; 
Let me, underneath my weakness. 
Feel the everlasting arras. 

6 Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying. 
Lord, I cast myself on thee ; 
Tarry with me through the darkncae ; 
While I sleep, still watch by me. 

6 Tarry with me, O my Saviour I 
Lay my head upon thy breast 
Till the morning ; then awake me— 
Morning of eteriial rest ! 

800. 

1 Cease, ye mourners, cease to languish 

O'er the grave of those you love ; 
Pain and death and night and anguish 
Enter not the world above. 

2 While our silent steps are straying 

Lonely thro' night's deepening shade, 
Glory's brightest beams «re playing 
Bound the happy Chiistian's head. 

3 Light and peace at once deriving 
From the hand of God most high, 

In his glorious presence living. 
They shall never, never die. 

4 Now, ye mourners, cease to languish 
O'er the grave of those you love ; 

Far removed from pain and anguish, 
1 They are chanting hymns ubove. 
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801. 

2 Peaceful be thy silent i«] umber — 

Peaceful in the grave so low : 
Thou no more wilt join our number ; 
Thou no more our songs shalt know. 

3 Dearest sister, thou hast left us, 

Here thy loss we deeply feel ; 
But ^t is God that hath bereft us, 
He can all our Botrows heal. 

4 Yet again we hope to meet thee, 

When the day of life is fled ; 
Then in heaven with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. 

809. 

1 See the leaves around us falling, 

Dry and withered to the ground ; 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling. 
In a sad and solemn sound. 

2 Sons of Adam, once in Eden, 

When like him, ye blighted fell, 
Hear the lesson we are reading, 
'T is alas 1 the truth we tell. 

3 Youth, on length of days presuming, 

Who the paths of pleasure tread, 
View u», late in beauty Uooniing, 
Nnmbered now among the d(»d. 

4 Though as yet no losses grieve you. 

Gay with health and many a grace, 
Let no cloudless skies deceive you ; 
Summer gives to autumn place. 



6 Yearly in our course appearing, 
Messengers of shortest stay. 
Thus we preach in mortal hearing- 
Ye, like us, shall pass away. 

6 On the tree of life eternal. 

Oh, let all our hopes be laid ! 
This alone, forever vernal. 

Bears a leaf that shall not fade. 



80S. 

1 Gkkxt Redeemer, Friend of sinners ! 

Thou hast wondrous power to save ; 
Grant me grace, and still protect me. 
Over life's tempestuous wave. 

2 May my soul, with sacred transport, 

View the dawn while yet afar ; 
And, until the sun arises, 

Lead me by the Morning Star. 

3 See the happy spirits waiting 

On the beinks beyond the stream ; 
Sweet responses still repeating, 
Jesus, Jesus is their theme. 

4 Swiftly roll, ye lingering hours, 

Smphs lend your glittering wings ; 
Love abeorbe ray ransomed powers, 
Heavenly sounds aronnd me ring. 

6 Worlds of light 1 and crowns of glory I 
Far above yon azure sky ; 
Though by faith I now behold you, 
I '11 enjoy you soon on high. 
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804. 

2 Hear the cries he now is venting, 
Filled with dread of fiercer pain ; 
While in anguish thus lamenting, 
That he ne'er was born again : 

Greatly mourning. 
That he ne'er was born again. 

8 " Yonder sits the slighted Saviour, 
"With the marks of dying love ; 
Oh, that I had sought his favor, 
When I felt his Spirit move I 

, Golden moments, 
When I felt his Spirit move." 

4 Now, despisera, look and wonder ; 
Hope and sinners here must part : 
Louder than a peal of thunder, 
. Hear the dreadful sound, ** Depart !" 
Lost forever. 
Hear the dreadful sound, " Depart !" 

805. 

1 Lo 1 he cometh, — countless trumpets 

Wake to life the slumbering dead ; 
Mid ten thousand saints and angels. 
See their great exalted Head : 

Hallelujah ! — 
Welcome, welcome, Son of God 1 

2 Pull of joyful expectation, 

Saints behold the Judge appear : 
Truth and justice go before him — 
Now the joyful sentence hear ; 

Hallelujah !— 
Welcome, welcome, Judge divine ! 



3 " Come, ye blessed of my Father I 
Enter into life and joy ; 
Banish all your feare and sorrows ; 
Endless praise be your employ :" 

Hallelujah I — 
Welcome, welcome to the skies 1 

806. 

1 Lo I he comes with clouds descending. 

Once for favored sinners slain ! 

Thousand thousand saints attending, 

Swell the triumph of his train 1 

Hallelujah ! 
Jesus comes, and comes to reign. 

2 Every eye shall now behold him, 

Robed in dreadful majesty ! 
Those who set at naught and sold him, 
Pierced and nailed him to the tree, 

Deeply wailing. 
Shall the true Messiah see ! 

3 When the solemn trump has sounded, 

Heaven and earth shall flee away ; 
All who hate him must, confounded, 
Hear the summons of that day — 

Come to judgment ! 
Come to judgment ! come away ! 

4 Yea, Amen ! let all adore thee. 

High on thine eternal throne 1 
Saviour, take the power and glory ; 
Make thy righteous sentence known ! 

Oh, come quickly, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own I 
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807. 

1 Day of judgment ! day of wonders ! 

Hark ! — the trumpet's awful sound, 
Louder than a thousand thunders, 
Shakes the vast creation round : 

How the summons 
Will the sinner's heart confound I 

2 See the Judge, our nature wearing. 

Clothed in majesty divine! 
You, who long for his appearing, 
Then shall say, " This God is mine !" 

Gracious Saviour ! 
Own me in that day for thine. 

3 At his call, the dead awaken, 

Rise to life from earth and sea ; 
All the powers of nature, shaken 
By his looks, prepare to flee : 

Careless sinner ! 
What will then become of thee ? 

4 But to those who have confessed. 

Loved and served the Lord below. 
He will say, — " Come near, ye blessed ! 
See the kingdom I bestow : 

You forever 
Shall my love and glory know." 

808. 

1 Lo ! the mighty God appearing — 
From on high Jehovah spesS^ ! 



Eastern lands the summons hearing, 
O'er the west his thunder breaks : 

Earth beholds him : 
Universal nature shakes. 

2 Zion all its light unfolding, 

God in glory shall display : 
Lo ! he comes, — nor silence holding, 
Fire and clouds prepare his way : 

Tempests round him 
Hasten on the dreadful day. 

3 To the heavens his voice ascending, 

To the earth beneath he cries — 
" Souls immortal now descending, 
Let the sleeping dust arise ! 

Rise to judgment; 
Let my throne adorn the skies. 

4 " Gather first my saints around me, 

Those who to mv covenant stood ; 
Those who humbly sought and found me, 
Through the dying Saviour's blood : 

Blest Redeem eer ! 
Choicest sacrifice to God 1" 

5 Now the heavens on high adore him. 

And his righteousness declare : 
Sinners perish from before him, 
But his saints his mercies share : 

Just his judgment ! 
God, himself the Judge, is there. 
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809. 

2 There, low before his glorious tlironc, 
Adoritior saints and angels fall ; 
AntI, with delightful worship, own 
Hissmile their bliss, their heaven, their all. 

3 Immortal glories crown liis head, 
While tuneful halUlnjiihs rise, 

And love and joy and triumph spread 
Through all th^ assemblies of the skies. 

4 He smiles, — and seraphs tnne their songs 
To boundless rapture, while they gaze ; 
Ten thousand thousand joyful tongues 
Resound his everlasting praise. 

5 There all the followers of the Lamb 
Shall join at last the heavenly choir : 
Oh, may the ioy-inspiring theme 
Awake our faith and warm desire ! 

810. 

1 Now let our souls, on wings sublime, 
Rise from the vanities of time, 
Draw back the parting vail, and see 
The glones of eternity. 

2 Born by a new celesticl birth, 

Why should we grovel here on earth ? 
Why grasp at transitory toys, 
So near to heaven's eternal joys? 

3 Should aught beguile us on the road, 
When we are walking back to God ? 
For strangers into life we come, 
And dying is but going home. 



4 Welcome, sweet hour of full discharge ! 
That sets our longin*/ souls at large. 
Unbinds our chr'ins, breaks up our cell. 
And gives us with our God to dwelL 

6 To dwell with God — to feel his love, 
Is the full heaven enjoyed above ; 
And the sweet expectation now 
Is the young dawn of heaven below. 

811. 

1 Descend from heaven, immortal Dove ! 
Stoop down and take ns on thy wings ; 
And mount, and bear us iav above 
The reach of these inferior things^ — 

2 Beyond, beyond this lower sky, 
Up where eternal ages roll, 
Where solid pleasures never die, 
And fruits immoital feast the soul. 

3 Oh, for a sight, a pleasing sight, 
Of our almighty Father's throne ! 
There sits our Saviour, crowned with 

light. 
Clothed in a body like our own. 

4 Adoring saints around him stand. 

And thrones and powers before him fall : 
The God shines gracious through the Man, 
And sheds sweet glories on them all. 

5 Oh ! what amazing joys they feel. 
While to their gmden harps they sing, 
And sit on every heavenly hill, 

And spread the triumph of their kmg ! 
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813. 

2 My Father's gracious hand 
Has built ibis sweet abode ; 
From everlasting it was planned — 
My dwelling-place with God. 

8 My Saviour's precious blood 
Has made my title sure ; 
He passed thro' death's dark raging flood 
To make my rest secure. 

4 The Comforter is come, 

The earnest has been given ; 
He lea Is me onward to the home 
Reserved for me in heaven. 

5 Loved ones are gone before, 

Whose pilgrim days are done ; 
I soon shall greet them on that shore 
Where partings are unknown. 

813. 

1 And is there, Lord, a rest 

For wcMry souls designed, 
Where not a care shall stir the breast, 
Or sorrow entrance find ? 

2 Is there a blissful home. 

Where kindred minds shall meet, 
And live, and love, nor ever roam 
From that serene retreat ? 

8 Are there bright, happy fields. 

Where nought that blooms shall die ; 
Where each new scene fresh pleasure 
yields, 
And healthful breezes sigh t 



4 Are there celestial streams, 

Where living watei-s glide. 
With murmurs sweet as angel dreams, 
And flowery banks beside ? 

5 Forever blessed they. 

Whose joyful feet shall stand, 
While endless ages waste away, 
Amid that glorious land ! 

6 My soul would thither tend, 

While toilsome years are given ; 
Then let me, gracious God, ascend 
To sweet repose in heaven ! 

814. 

1 Far from my heavenly home, 

Far from my Father's breast, 
Fainting, I cry, " Blest Spirit, come, 
And speed me to my rest !" 

2 Upon the willows long 

My harp has silent hung ; 
How should I sing a cheerful song. 
Till thou inspire my tongue ? 

3 My spirit homeward turns, 

And fain would thither flee ; 
My heart, O Zion, droops and yearns^ 
When I remember thee. 

4 To thee, to thee I press — 

A dark and toilsome road : 
When shall I pass the wilderness^ 
And reach the saints' abode! 
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SIS. 

2 Friends, fondly cherished, have passed on 

before ; 
Waiting, they watch me approaching the 

shore ; 
Singing to cheer me thro' death's chilling 

gloom : 
" Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home !'* 
Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear; 
Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear ! 
Kin^s with the harmony heaven's high 

dome — 
" Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home !" 

3 Death, with thy weapons of war lay me 

low, 
Strike, king of terrors ! I fear not the 

blow ; 
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb ! 
Joyfully, joyfully will I go home. 
Bright will the morn of eternity dawn, 
Death shall be banished, his sceptre be 

gone ; 
Joyfully, then shall I witness his doom, 
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home. 



816. 

1 Happy the spirit released from its clay ; 
Happy the soul that goes bounding 

away; 
Singing, as upward it hastes to the skies, 
Victory ! victory ! homeward I rise. 
Many the toils it has passed through 

below. 
Many the seasons of trial and woe ; 
Many the doubtings it never should sing, 
Victory ! victory ! thus on the wing. 

2 How can we wish them recalled from 

their home. 
Longer in sorrowing exile to roam f 
; Safely they passed from their troubles 

beneath. 
Victory ! victory ! shouting in death. ' 
Thus let them slumber, till Christ from 

the skies, 
Bids them in glorified body arise ; 
Singing, as upward they spring from the 

tomb. 
Victory ! victory ! Jesus hath come; 
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817. 

2 These through fiery trials trod, — 

These from great affliction came : 
Now before the throne of God, 

Sealed with his almighty name, 
Clad in raiment pure and white, 

Victor-palms in every hand, 
Through their dear Kedeemer's might 

More than conquerors they stand. 

3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown, 

On immortal fruits they feed : 
Them, the Lamb, amidst the throne, 

Shall to living fountains lead : 
Joy a^nd gladness banish sighs. 

Perfect love dispel all fears, 
And forever from their eyes 

God shall wipe away the tears. 

818. 
1 High in yonder realms of light, 
Dwell the raptured saints above ; 
Far beyond our feeble sights 

Happy in Immanuel's love : 
Once they knew, like us below, 
Pilgrims in this vale of tears, 
Torturing pain and heavy woe. 
Gloomy doubts, distressing fears. 



2 Oft the big, unbidden tear. 

Stealing down the furrowed cheek. 
Told, in eloquence sincere. 

Tales of woe they could not speak. 
But these days of weeping o'er, 

Passed this scene of toil and pain, 
They shall feel distress no more — 

Never, never weep again. 

3 'Mid the chorus of the skies, 

'Mid th' angelic lyres above. 
Hark, their songs melodious rise, 

Songs of praise to Jesns' love ! 
Happy spirits, ye are fled 

Where no grief can entrance find ; 
Lulled to rest the aching head. 

Soothed the anguish of the mind. 

4 All is tranquil and serene, 

Calm and undisturbed repose ; 
There no cloud can intervene, 

There no angry tempest blows ; 
Every tear is wiped away, 

Sighs no more shall heave the breas^ 
Night is Ipst in endless day. 

Sorrow — in eternal rest. 
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819. 

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest, 

To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a joy for souls distressed, 
A balm for every wounded breast : 

'T is found above — in heaven. 

2 There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven,— 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear — but heaven. 

8 There faith lifts up her cheerful eye 
To brighter prospects given ; 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene — in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 
And joys supreme are given ; 

There rays divine di8pei*fte the gloom ; 

Beyond the confines of the tomb 
Appears the dawn of heaven ! 

830. 

1 Give me the wings of faith, to rise 

Within the vail, and see 
The sai Hts above, — how great their joys, — 
How bright their glories be. 

2 I ask them, — whence their victory came ? 

They, with united breath, 
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, — 
Their triumph to his death. 



They marked the footsteps he had trod ; 

His zeal inspired their breast ; 
And following their incarnate God, 

Possess the promised rest. 

Our glorious Leader claims our praise, 
For his own pattern given, — 

While the long cloud of witnesses 
Show the same path to heaven. 



891. 

Father ! I long, I faint, to see 

Tlie place of thine abode ; 
I 'd leave thine earthly couits, and flee 

Up to thy seat, my God ! 

Here I behold thy distant face. 

And 't is a pleasing sight ; 
But, to abide in thine embrace 

Is infinite delight I 

I M part with all the joys of sense^ 

To gaze upon thy throne; 
Pleasure springs fresh forever thence. 

Unspeakable, unknown. 

There all the heavenly hosts are seen; 

In shining: ranks they move ; 
And drink imnoortal vigor in^ 

With wonder and with Iove« 

Father ! I long, I faint to see 

The place of thine abode ; 
I 'd leave thine earthly courts to be 

Forever with my God. 
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899. 

2 Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene, 

That rises to my sight ! 
Sweet fields arrayed in living green ; 
And rivei-s of delight 1 

3 O'er all those wide extended plains 

Shines one eternal day ; 
There God, the Sun, forever reigns, 
And scatters night away. 

4 No chilling winds, or poisonous breath, 

Can reach that healthful shore ; 
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death. 
Are felt and feared no more. 

5 When shall I reach that happy place, 

And be forever blest? 
When shall I see my Father's face, 
And in his bosom rest ? 

6 Filled with delight, my raptured soul 

Can here no longer stay ; 
Though Jordan's waves around me roll, 
Fearless I 'd launch away. 

893. 

1 There is a land of pure delight. 

Where saints immortal reign. 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain. 

2 There everlasting spring abides. 

And never- withering flowers : 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 



3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 

Stand dressed in living green ; 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood. 
While Jordan rolled between. 

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this naiTow sea, 
And linger, shivering on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 

5 Oh, could we make our doubts remove, 

These gloomy doubts that rise. 
And see the Canaan that wo love, 
With unbeclouded eyes : — 

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er, — 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold 
flood. 
Should fright us from the shore. 

894. 

1 Seraphs, with elevated strains. 

Circle the throne around. 
And move and charm the starry plains 
With an immortal sound. 

2 Jesus, the Lord, their harps employs; 

Jesus, my Love, they sing : 
Jesus, the name of both our joys. 
Sounds sweet from every string. 

3 I would begin the music here. 

And so my soul should rise ; 
Oh, for some heavenly notes to bear 
My spirit to the skies ! 



268 



HEAVEN. 



RHINE. CM. 



German Melody, 




shall my sor -rows have an end ? Thy joys when shall I see ? Thy joys "when shall I see ? 

I . >J . . I . J. _^ I I ■ k) 




^ 




839. 

2 O happy harbor of God's saints ! 

O sweet and pleasant soil ! 
In thee no sorrow can be found, 
Nor grief, nor care, nor toil. 

3 No dimly cloud o'ershadows thee, 

Nor gloom, nor darksome night ; 
But every soul shines as the sun, 
For God himself gives light. 

4 Thy walls arc made of precious stone, 

Thy bulwarks diamond-square, 
Tliy gates are all of orient pearl — 
O God I if 1 were there ! 

836. 

1 O MY sweet home, Jerusalem ! 

Thy joys when shall I see ? — 
The King that sitteth on thy throne 
In his felicity ? 

2 Thy gardens and thy goodly walks 

Continually are green. 
Where grow such sweet and pleasant 
flowers 
As nowhere else are seen. 

3 Right thro' thy streets with pleasing 

sound 
The flood of life doth flow ; 
And on the banks, on either side. 
The trees of life do grow. 

4 Those trees each month yield ripened 

fruit ; 
Forevermore they spring, 
And all the nations of the earth 
To thee their honors bring. 



6 O mother dear, Jerusalem ! 
When shall I come to thee ? 
When shall my sorrows have an end ? 
Thy joys when shall I see ? 



837. 

1 Arise, my soul, fly up and run 

Through every heavenly street ; 
And say there 's naught below the sun 
That 's worthy of thy feet 

2 There, on a high, majestic throne, 

Th' Almighty Father reigns. 
And sheds his glorious goodness down 
On all the blissful plains. 

3 Bright, like a sun, the Saviour sits, 

And spreads eternal noon ; 
No evenings there, nor gloomy nights, 
To want the feeble moon. 

4 Amid those ever-shining skies 

Behold the sacred Dove ; 
While banished sin and sorrow flies 
From all the realms of love. 

5 But oh, what beams of heavenly grace 

Transport them all the while ! 
Ten thousand smiles from Jesus' face, 
And love in every smile ! 

6 Jesus, and when shall that dear day, 

That joyful hour appear, 
When I shall leave this house of clay, 
To dwell among them there f 
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838. 

1 In vain oiir fancy strives to paint 

The moment after death, 
The glories that surround a saint 
When yielding up bis breath. 

2 One gentle sigh the bondage breaks ; 

We scarce can say — he 's gone 1 
Before the willing spirit takes 
Its mansion near the throne. 

8 Faith strives, but all its efforts fail 
To trace the spirit's flight ; 
No eye can pierce within the vail 
Which bides the world of ligrht. 

4 Thus much, and 't is enough to know. 

Saints arc completely blest; 
Hare done with sin, and care, and woe, 
And with their Saviour rest. 

5 On harps of gold they praise his name, 

And see him face to face ; 
Oh, lei us catch the heavenly flame, 
And live in his embrace ! 

839. 

1 While thro' this changing world we roam 

From infancy to age, 
Heaven is the Christian pilgrim's home. 
His rest at every stage. 

2 Thither, his raptured thought ascends. 

Eternal joys to share ; 
There, his adoring spirit bends. 
While here, he kneels in prayer. 



3 From earth his freed affections rise. 

To fix on things above, j 

Where all his hope of glory lies — | 
Where all is perfect love. 

4 There, too, may we our treasure place- 

There let our hearts be found ; 
That still, where sin abounded, grace 
May more and more abound. 

5 Henceforth, our conversation be. 

With Christ before the throne ; 
Ere long we, eye to eye, shall see, 
And know as we are known. 

830. 

1 There is a house not made with hands. 

Eternal, and on high ; 
And here my spirit waiting stands. 
Till God shall bid it fly. 

2 Shortly this prison of my clay 

Must be dissolved and fall ; 

Then, O my soul, with joy obey 

Thy heavenly Father's call. 

3 We walk by faith of joys to come ; 

Faith lives upon his word ; 
But while the body is our home. 
We 're absent from the Lord. 

4 'T is pleasant to believe thy grace, 

But we had rather see ; 
We would be absent from the flesh, 
And present, Lord, with thee. 
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831. 

2 Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay ia all their course; 
Fire ascending, seeks the sun, 

Both spec 1 them to their source : 
So a soul that 's bom of God, 

Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upward tends to his abode, 
* To rest in his embrace. 

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn. 

Press onward to the prize ; 
Soon our Saviour will return 

Triumphant in the skies : 
There we'll join the heavenly train, 

Welcome! to partake the bliss ; 
Fly fi'om sorrow and from pain 

To realms of endless peace. 

833. 

1 Tell me not of earthly toys 

The worldling may admire, 
Tell me not of transient joys 

That sparkle and expire ; 
For there is a heavenly store, 

Earthly riches cannot buy, 
Bliss supreme fore verm ore — 

A glorious home on high. 



2 Tell me of my sin forgiven, 

Through Christ's atoning blood, 
Point mo to the rest of heaven, 

And bid mo hope in God : 
Tell me of the mansions blest 

By the Lord of life prepared, 
Where the weaiy arc at rest, 

No more by sin ensnared. 

833. 

1 Time is winging us away 

To our eternal home : 
Life is but a winter's day, 

A journey to the tomb ; 
Youth and vigor soon will flee, 

Blooming beauty lose its cbarms; 
All that 's mortal soon will bo 

Enclosed in death's cold arms. 

2 Time is winging us away 

To our eternal home : 
Life is but a wintei^s dav, 

A journey to the tomb : 
But the Christian shall enjoy 

Health and beauty soon above : 
Far beyond the world's alioy. 

Secure in Jesus' love. 
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An ev - er - last - lag tern - pie. And saints ar - rayed in white, 




834. 

2 The meanest child of glory 

Outshines the radiant sun ; 
But who can speak the splendor 

Of that eternal throne 
Where Jesus sits exalted, 

In godlike majesty ? 
The elders fall before him, 

The angels bend the knee. 

3 The hosts of saints around him 

Proclaim his work of grace ; 
The patriarchs and prophets, 

And all the godly race, 
Who speak of fiery tiials 

And tortures on their way — 
They came from tribalation 

To everlastijig day. 

4 And what shall be my journey, 

How long I'll stay below, 
Or what shall be my trials. 

Are not for me to know ; 
In every day of trouble, 

ni raise my thoughts on high ; 
FIl think of the bright temple, 

And crowns above the sky. 



83ff. 

1 There is a land immortal. 

The beautiful of lands ; 
Beside its ancient portal 

A silent sentry stands ; 
He only can undo it, 

And open wide the door ; 
And mortals who pass through it, 

Are mortals nevermore. 

2 Though dark and drear the passage 

That leadeth to the gate, 
Yet grace comes with the message, 

To souls that watch and wait ; 
And at the time appointed 

A messenger comes down, 
And leads the Lord's anointed 

From cross to glory's crown. 

3 Their sighs are lost in singing, 

Tliey're blessed in tJieir tears ; 
Their journey heavenward winging, 

They leave on earth their fears : 
Death like an angel seemeth ; 

" We welcome thee," they cry, 
Theit" face with glory bcameth — 

'Tis life for them to die ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



WINCHESTER L. M. 



Dr. Croft 



|!lj l j,Jh^VU-giMi l ; 




1. Great God I we sing that might - 7 hoDd, 



By which Bup-port - cd still wo stand ; 





The opening year thy mcr - cy showa, — Let mer - cy crown it till it dose. 




836. 

ITew T^ar. 

2 By day, by night — at borne, abroad, 
Still "we arc guarded by our God ; 
By bis iucessant bounty fed, 

By bis unerring counsel led. 

3 With grateful hearts the past we own ; 
The future — all to us unknown — 

We to thy guardian care commit. 
And peaceful leave before thy feet 

4 In scenes exalted or depressed, 

Be thou our joy, and thou our rest; 
Thy goodness all our hopes sb&U raise. 
Adored, through all our changing days. 

5 When death shall close our earthly songs. 
And seal, in silence, mortal tongues, 
Our helper, God, in whom we trust. 
Shall keep our souls and guard our dust. 

837. 

TKaiiksgiiaing, 

1 Eternal source of every joy, 

Well may thy praise our lips employ. 
While in thy temple we appear, 
To hail thee, Sovereign of the year ! 

2 Wide as the wheels of nature roll, 
Thy hand supports and guides the whole. 
The sun is taught by thee to rise, 

And darkness when to vail the skies. 

3 The flowery spring at thy command, 
Perfumes the air, adorns the land ; 
The summer rays with vigor shine, 
To raise the corn, and cheer the vine. 



4 Thy hand, in autumn, richly pours, 
Through all our coasts, redundant stores : 
And winters, softened by thy care. 

No more the face of horror wear. 

5 Seasons and months, and weeks, and days. 
Demand successive songs of praise ; 
And bo the grateful homage paid. 
With morning light and evening sbade. 

6 Here in thy house let incense rise. 
And circling Sabbaths bless our eyes. 
Till to those lofty heights we soar, 
Where days and years revolve no more. 

838. 

ITta Year, 

1 Our Helper, God ! vre bless thy name, 
Whose love forever is the same ; 

The tokens of thy gracious oaro 
Open, and crown, and close the year. 

2 Amid ten thousand snares we stand, 
Supported by thy guardian hand ; 
And see, when we review our ways, 
Ten thousand monuments of praise. 

3 Thus far thine arm has led us on ; 
Thus far we make thy mercy known ; 
And, while we tread this desert land, 
New mercies shall new songs demand. 

4 Our grateful souls, on Jordan's shore, 
Shall raise oue sacred pillar more ; . 
Then bear, in thy bright courts aboyOy 
Inscriptions of immoi1;al love. 



lOSOELLANEOUS. 



YOAKLXSY. L.M. 
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839. 

Seamen, 

2 When tempests rock the groaning bark, 
Oh, hide them safe in Jesus' ark ! 
When in the tempting port they ride, 
Oh, keep them safe at Jesus' side ! 

3 If life's wide ocean smile or roar, 

Still guide them to the heavenly shore ; 
And grant their dust in Christ may sleep. 
Abroad, at home, or in the deep. 

840. 

Jfationah 

1 O God, beneath thy gaiding hand. 
Oar exiled fathers crossed the sea ; 
And when they trod the wintry strand. 
With prayer and psalm they worshiped 

thee. 

2 Thou heard'st, well pleased, the song, the 

prayer : 
Thy blessing came ; and still its power 
Shall onward through all ages bear 
The memory of that holy hour. 

3 Laws, freedom, truth, and faith in God 
Came with those exiles o'er the waves ; 
And where their pilgrim feet have trod. 
The God they trusted guards their graves. 

4 And here thy name, O God of love. 
Their children's children shall adore, 
Tfill these eternal hills remove, 

And spring adorns the earth no more. 



841. 

raet. 

1 While o'er our guilty land, O Lord, 
We view the terrors of thy sword ; 
Oh, whither shall the hopeless fly ? 
To whom but thee direct their cry ? 

2 On thee, our guardian God, we call. 
Before thy throne of grace we fall ? 
And is there no deliverance there ? 
And must we perish in despair ? 

3 See, we repent, we weep, we mourn, 
To our forsaken God we turn ; 

Oh, spare our guilty country, spare 
The church, which thou hast planted here ! 

843. 

Cemetery. 

1 Dear is the spot where Christians sleep, 
And sweet the strains their spirits pour ; 
Oh, why should we in anguish weep? — 
They are not lost, but gone before. 

2 Secure from every mortal care, 
By sin and sorrow vexed no more 
Eternal happiness they share 
Who are not lost, but gone before. 

3 To Zion's peaceful courts above 
In faith triumphant may we soar, 
Embracing in the arms of love, 
The friends not lost, but gone before, 

4 To Jordan's bank whene'er we come, 
And hear the swelling waters roar ; 
Jesus 1 convey us safely home, 

To friends not lost, but gone before. 
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843. 

ITaiumak 

2 Oh, guard our sliore from every foe, 
With peace our lK)rders bless, 
With prosperous times our cities crown, 
Our fields with plenteousness. 

S Unite us in the sacred lovo 

Of knowledge, truth, and thee ; 
And let our hills and valleys shout 
The songs of liberty. 

4 Here may religion, pure and mild. 

Smile on our Sabbath hours ; 
And piety and virtue bless 
The home of us and ours. 

5 Lord of the nations, thus to thee 

Our country we commend ; 
Be thou her refuge and her trust, 
Her everlasting friend. 

844. 

Seamen. 

1 Wb come, O Lord, before thy throne, 

And, with united plea. 
We meet and pray for those who roam 
Far off upon the sea. 

2 Oh, may the Holy Spirit bow 

The sailor's heart to thee, 
Till tears of deep repentance flow, 
Like rain-drops in the sea ! 

3 Tlien may a Saviour's dying lovo 

Pour peace into his breast. 
And waft him to the port above 
Of everlasting rest 



84a. 

JCant. 

1 See, gracious God, before tliy throne. 

Thy mourning people bend ! 
'Tis on thy sovereign grace alone^ 
Our humble hopes depend. 

2 Alarming judgments from thy hand, 

Thy dreadful power display ; 
Yet mercy spares this guilty land, 
And yet we live to pray. 

3 Oh, bid us turn. Almighty Lord, 

By thy resistless grace ; 
Then shall our hearts obey thy word. 
And humbly seek thy face. 

846. 

A Marriage Uymm. 

1 SiNCB Jesus freely did appear 

To grace a marriage feast. 
Dear Lord, we ask thy presence here. 
To make a wedding guest. 

2 Upon the bridal pair look down. 

Who now have plighted hands ; 
Their union with thy favor crown, 
And bless the nuptial bands. 

3 In purest love their souls unite, 

That they, with Christian care. 
May make domestic burdens Hght^ 
By taking mutual share. 

4 Oh, may each poul assembled here, 

Be married, Lord, to thee! 
Clad in thy robes, made white and fair, 
To spend eternity. 
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847. 

N€w Year. 

2 It may be wc shall toil in vain 
For wliat the world holds fair ; 
And all the good ^ve thought to gain, 
Deceive and prove but care. 

8 It may be it shall darkly blend 
Our love with anxious fears, 
And snatch away the valued friend, 
The tried of many years. 

4 It may be it shall bring us days 
And nights of lingering pain ; 
And bid us take a farewell gaze 
Of these loved haunts of men. 

6 But calmly. Lord, on thee we rest ; 
No feare our trust shall move ; 
Thou knowest what for each is best, 
And thou art Perfect Love. 

848. 

Clo96 of Year, 

1 Thee we adore, eternal Name ! 

And humbly own to thee 
How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms are we ! 

2 The year rolls round, and steals away 

The breath that first it gave ; 
Whate'er we do, whatc'er we be, 
We 're traveling to the grave. 

8 Great God I on what a slender thread 
Hang everlasting things ! 
Th' eternal state of all the dead 
Upon life's feeble strings ! 



4 Infinite joy, or endless woe. 

Attends on every breath ; 
And yet, how unconcerned we go 
Upon the brink of death ! 

5 Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense, 

To walk this dangerous road ! 
And if our souls are hurried hence^ 
May they be found with God. 

849. 

Tkose in Bonds. 

1 For those in bonds as bound with them 

To thee, O God ! we pray. 
That some celestial, radiant beam 
May bring a brighter day. 

2 Pity, O Lord I that injured race, 

And thy deliverance send ; 
Grant them the treasures of thy grace, 
And bid their bondage end. 

3 They sit in darkness, slow to learn 

The blessings that they need ; 
Nor can our anxious thought discern, 
How best their cause to plead. 

4 All helpless, and without a plan. 

We come before thy throne ; 
Wo put no confidence in man, 
But trust in thee aloue. 

6 The means of rescue, and the hour, 

Thy mercy will reveal : 
Thine is the wisdom, thine the power ; 
Teach us to do thy will. 
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sso. 

2 Lo ! thy church, thy garden now 

Blooms beneath the heavenly shower; 
Sinners feel, and melt, and bowc 
Mild, yet mighty, is thy power. 

3 God of grace, before thy throne 

Here our warmest thanks we bring ; 
Thine the glory, thine alone : 
Loudest praise to thee wo sing. 

4 Hear, oh, hear, our grateful song ; 

Let thy Spirit still descend ; 
Roll the tide of grace along, 

Widening, deepening, to the end. 

851. 

ThankitQiiStng. 

1 Thank and praise Jehovah's namo, 

For his mercies, firm and sure, 
From eternity the same, 
To eternity endure. 

2 Let the ransomed thns rejoice, 

Gathered out of every land, 
As the people of his choice, 

Plucked from the destroyer's hand. 

3 To a pleasant land he brings. 

Where the vine and olive grow. 
Where, from flowery hills, the springs 
Through luxuriant valleys flow. 

4 Oh, that men would praise the Lord 

For his goodness to their race; 
For the wonders of his word. 
And the riches of his grace. 



853. 

T%ank»Qiving. 

Praise to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowns our days ; 
Bounteous source of every joy ! 
Let thy praise our tongues employ. 

Flocks that whiten all the plain, 
Yellow sheaves of ripened grain ; 
Clouds that drop their fattening dews, 
Suns that temperate warmth diiBfuse :— 

All that spiing with bounteous hand 
Scatters o'er the smiling land ; 
All that liberal autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing stores ;— 

Lord, for these our souls shall raise 
Grateful vows, and solemn praise : 
And when every blessing 's flown, 
Love thee for thyself alone. 

853. 

Rain, 

PuAisE on thee, in Zion's gat^s. 
Daily, O Jehovah, waits ; 
Unto thee, O God, belong 
Grateful words and holy song. 

Thou dost visit earth, and rain 
Blessings on the thirsty plain. 
From the copious founts on higl^, 
From the rivers of the sky. 

Thus the clouds thy power confess, 
And thy paths drop fruitful ness, 
And the voice of song and mirth 
Bises from the tribes of earth 1 
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8S4. 

Flast. 

1 ZioN, dreary, and in anguish, 

In the desert hast thou strayed ? 
O thou weary, cease to languish, 
Jesus shall lifib up thy head ! 

2 Still lamenting and bemoaning, 

'Mid thy follies and thy woes ? 
Soon refuting and returning, 
All thy solitude shall close. 

3 Though benijQfhted and forsaken. 

Though afflicted and oppressed, 
His Almighty arm shall waken, 
Zion's King shall give thee rest. 

4 Cease thy sadness, unbelieving, 

Soon his glory shalt thou see, 
Joy, and gladness, and thanksgiving. 
And the voice of melody. 

855. 

Seameiu 

1 Tossed upon life's raging billow, 

Sweet it is, O Lord, to know. 

Thou did'st press a sailor's pillow, 

And canst feel a sailor's woe. 

2 Never slumbering, never sleeping, 

Though the night be dark and drear, 
Thou the faithful watch art keeping, 
*' All, all 's well," thy constant cheer. 

3 And though loud the wind is howling. 

Fierce though flash the lightnings red ; 
Darkly though the storm-cloud's scowling 
O'er the sailor's anxious head ; — 



4 Thou canst calm tha raging ocean. 

All its noise and tumult still. 
Hush the tempest's wild commotion. 
At the bidding of thy will. 

5 Thus my heart the hope will cherish, 

While to thee I lift mine eye ; 
Thou wilt save me ere I perish. 
Thou wilt hear the sailor's crv. 

6 And though mast and sail be riven, 

Life's rough course will soon be o'er; 
Safely moored in heaven's wide haven, 
Storm and tempest vex no more. 

856. 

National JTumUiation. 

1 Dread Jehovah 1 God of nations ! 

From thy temple in the skies. 
Hear thy people's supplications. 
Now for their deliverance rise. 

2 Lo ! with deep contrition turning. 

In thy holy place we bend ; 
Hear us, fasting, j^raying, mourning, 
Hear us, spare us, and defend. 

3 Though our sins, our hearts confounding, 

Long and loud for vengeance call, 
Thou hast mercy more abounding, 
Jesus' blood can cleanse them all. 

4 Let that mercy vail transgression ; 

Let that blood our guilt efface : 
Save thy people from oppression. 
Save from spoil thy holy place. 
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1. My oountry, ^tis of thee. Sweet land of lib - cr-tj, Of thee I 8iog : Land where mj 




fathers died, Land of ihe pilgrim's pride, From every mountaia side Let freedom ringf I 




SS7. 

Ifational. 

2 My native country, thee— 
Land of the noblo free — 

Thy name — I love ; 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills: 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

3 Ijct niu3]c swell the breeze, 
And rinsr from all the trees 

Sweet freedom's sonij: 
Let mortal tongues awake ; 
Let all that breathe partake ; 
Let rocks their silence break, — 

The sound prolong. 

4 Our father's God ! to thee, 
Author of liberty, 

To thee we sing : 
Long may our land bo bright 
With freedom's holy light; 
Protect us by thy might. 

Great God, our King I 

SSS. 

JIarvest, 

1 The God of harvest praise ; 
In loud thanksgiving raise 

Hand, heart, and voice ! 
The valleys laugh and sing ; 
Forests and mountains ring ; 
The plains their tribute bring; 

The streams rejoice. 

2 Yea, bless his holy name. 
And joyous thanks proclaim 

Through all the eaith ; 



To glory in your lot 
Is comely ; but be not 
God's benefits forgot 
Amid your mirth. 

3 The God of han-cst praise, 
llands, hearts, and voices rais^ 

With sweet accord ; 
From field to garner throng, 
Bearing your sheaves along, 
And in your harvest song 

Bless ye the Lord. 

899. 

1 Lord, from thy blessed throne 
Sorrow look down upon ! 

God save, the poor ! 
Teach them true liberty, 
Make them from tyrants free. 
Let their homes happy be ! 

God save the poor ! 

2 The arms of wicked men 

Do thou with might restrain — 

God save the poor 1 
Raise thou their lowliness^ 
Succor thou their distress, 
Thou whom the meanest bless ! 

God save the poor ! 

3 Give them stanch honesty, 
Let their pride manly be — 

Go*d save the poor 1 . 
Help them to hold the right, 
Give them both truth and migh^ 
Lord of all life and tight ! 

God save the poor ! 
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SXSITR. 8. S£ 



Oakzbaob. 




2. In thee I place my 



trust;.... On thee I calm-ly rest; 




i 



rllT~ir^ c i ^?^g^ 




ffl' i r ■'g- 



3 



r ir- ci>^ r^ 



Thou wilt Dot leave me to do - spair. For thou art Love di - vine. 






know thee good, I know thee jost, And oonnt thy choice the best 



f ' f!ir r '^ 
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Arranged. Cobbxni. 







Come, Ho - \j Spi - rit, come ; 




Let thy . bright beams a 

3 



nse; 



p=f=4fl\. 'in n-^4f-ff-H^-^ 




Dis - pel the Bor - row from our minds. The dark - ness from our eyes. 




* r* 



F I *"'!" ^ f- 






fe=a 



T 



^i 




f=T 



m 



t 
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G2VERANCB. S. M. Double. 



Arranged /iwn Hbbsk. 




^ 



I _ — . - ^ ^j - I I 

now beauteous are their feet "Who stand on Zi - on*8 hil l ! Wno bring sal - ya - tion 



It 



r 



:» 




:e^ 



I 



F=F^ 



?=: 



It 



JZ I 



*=5=£ 



£^ 




on their tongues, And words of peace re - veaL How charming ij their voice 1 How 

= — r 




m 



^ 



t^i-^-^^ 



t 



/TN 



=£5 



=I=F^ 




3^^^^ 



i^:--^- 




Bweet their ti - dii^ are 1 ** Zi - on, behold thy Saviour King, He reigns and triumphs here.** 

Oamzbach. 




MARTH. 7s & 5s. Peculiar. 

1=^ 



^ izi^Jj jir ^t^T-|ri =:^J =i - ^tn H- fl ^^ 



In the dark and cloud-y day, When earth's rich - es flee a - - way, 




f=r- ^ \ ^- jt 4=^i= u^4-^^\-^ jij^j;^ 



A-l tbo last hope will not stay. Sa - viour, com - fort me!.... 



m 



' fir 11^ rifiif fir [ir'i"ii 
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Arranged from. Wkbev. 



1. My Je-BU8, as thou wilt ! Oh ! may thy will be mine ; In - to thy hand of love 




2. My Je-sus, as thou wilt I Tho' Been thro' many a tear, Let not my Btar of hope 
8. My Je^ns, as thou wilt! All shall be well for mo; Each changing fa -ture scene 



J. j" jMif- r r 1^- ^"T^ 




:^: 



t=t 




•^ I w 



■^^ 



=j^ 



would my all re • sign ; 




.^-i^- i ir— '^i^ 




Thro* Eor - ix)w, or thro' joy, Con -duct mc 



i 



rgzzzS 




Grow dim or dis - ap - pear; Since thou on earth hast wept, And sor- rowed 
I glad - ly trust with thee Straight to my home a - bovo I trav - el 




y^^ 



± 




■V h 



r^ I i.-xA. 



:;S= 



I 



as thine own, And help me still to say, My Lord, thy will be done ! 



P 



m 




3^ g ^^^ 



oft a - lone, If I must weep with thee, My Lord, thy will bo done ! 
calm - ly on, And sing, ia life or death. My Lord, thy will bo done I 



^^m 



^ 



i^j-rr-^s^ 



:t 



?2: 




NEWBERR7. S. M. Donble. 

AndaTUi; 



Arranged f^om Bobsikl 



Oh I where shall rest be found — Rest for the wea- ry soul ? Twero Tain the o - cean 



"tfr 11^ ri 



r h'} £ ' F +- 



i 







depths to sound. Or pierce to ci - ther pole. The world can ney • er give 




zTrlJ H 
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. ( Concluded.) 



r ^. . ^i^i.-i'^ 




^Si 



Tho bliss for whicU we BigH: 'Tia not the whole of life to live, Nor 







^ 



I p Baa. e Dim. 




all of death to die, Nor all of death to die, Nor «I1 of death to die. 




HAND7. L. M. 6 Une& 



J. P. HOLBROOK. 




:5ti 







yxzi 



1. At ove-ning time let there be light; Life's lit - tie day draws near its close: 

2. At cve-niDg time let there be light; Storm-y and dark hath been my day; 



i -Cztt ±i 




s 



^^p^ 






A - round me fall the shades of night, The night of death, the grave's re - pose ; 
Yet rose the mom di - vine - ly bright ; Dews, buds, and bios - soms cheered the way ; 



r 



i 



^-ri j: i\lriHrm\i..i^-^-^ ^ 



&: 



i 



-^ 



To crown my joys, to end my woes. At eve-ning time let there be light. 
Oh, for one sweet, one part - ing ray ! At eve-ning time let there be light. 
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GRISTVOIiD. 7s. 

— I 1- 
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Arranged from 6oTTBcnA:.K. 
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A- JA^ ^- 



3i: 



1. Ho - ly Ghost 1 with light di - vine, Shine up - on this heart of mine ; 
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9- 



f=F^Tr-rq°^ji^^iM^==g 
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lH \^ II I J 



Chase the shades of night a - way, Turn my dark-ness in - to day. 
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RBFXTGIS. 79, or Ca Cc 7a, Doable. 



J. P. nOtBltOOK. 



^^ 



I 



I 



1. Je-siis,lov-er of 1x17 soul, Let tne to thy bo-som flj, While the bil - lows near mo 




2. Oth-er ref - uge^havc I none; IlangsmylielplesBSouloTi thee; Leave, oli! leave me not a- 
8. Plenteous grace with thee is found, Grace to 03V-er all my Bin; Let the heal - ing streams a* 




i 



fe^ 



m 



ifc 



i^^ 



rollf While the tern - pest still ii high; Hide me, O my So^ viour, Li Je, Till tho 

J N 




lone. Still sup -port and com-fortmc; All my trust on theo is stayed, All my 
-bound, Make and keep me pure with-m ; Thou of Ufa tbe fountain art, Freo-l/ 

3 







iti: 



g^ -lf^HH^ 




storm of life U past; Safe in -to tho ha - vcn guide. Oh, re- ceive my soul at last. 




E^^ 



help from thee I bring, Oov-er my de-fonce-less head With the shad-ow of thy wing, 
let me take of thee ; Spring thou up within my heart. Rise to all e - ter - ni - ty. 



^ 



fcitf: 



^Tj^^^^zT^'^f Bl^ 



-t^ 



iS= : 



8TANLE7. 8fl & 7s. 



Arranged from Batlvt. 




Sa - viour ! breathe an evening blessiug, Ere ro - poso our spi - rits seal ; 



^ 



Sin. . . . and want we come con - fess - innr : Thou canst save, and thoa danst heaL 
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8TANLBT. (Covoluscd.) 




struo - tion walk a > rouod us, Though the 

I I I I 




ar - rows past us fly, 



Angel guards, Augel guards from thee surround us» We are safe, if thou art 




^^ 



Angel guards from thee surround us, We are safe, if thou art 

■^^•■^ A M. ^ 

£ P— >^ 



IK 




itv 




An - - - gel guards from theo sur- round us. We are safe, if thou art 




BUard. pp 



Tn^ 



W.'-P 



nigh, We are safe, if thou art nigh, 

M l - I ^ I L ^ . '^ ^ 




We are safe, if thou art nigh. 



nigh, 



.^ 



-jji ^ 



^ b * 
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SEGUR. 8a, 7b & 4s. 



J. P. HOLBBOOK. 



■ md i \ \j J i^ ^i II I 1 1 if 




1. Guide me, O thou great Je - ho - yah, Pil ^ grim through this bar - ren land ; 




I* ■ H 



f < It i 



i 




I am weak, but thou art might-y ; Hold me with thy powerful hand ; 





Bread of hear- en 1 Bread of hear -en! Feed me till I want no more. 
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POMSROT. 7fl ft 6s. 




1. No, DO, it is not dy - ing To go un - to oar God ; This gloomy earth for-sak • iag, 




2. No, no, it 13 not dy - ing Ileaven's cit - i - zen to be ; A crown im-mor-tal wear-ing, 





Our jour-ney homeward tak-ing A - long the star - ry road, A - long the star - ry road. 
And rest un- brok-en shar - Lng, From care and con-flict free. From care and con - Hict free. 





WILLKEITH. 7s. 



Arranffed /i'om Bpikdleb. 




^^ ^^^^^ 



Christ, of all my hopes the ground I Christ, the spring cf all my joy I 



*=s 





Still in thee let me be found» Still for thee my powers em - ploy. 

f!: Iff: • -^ - . jg-__ 
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8. II. MiTBLnr. 



gE lU J J l f^-pl^ J J I J'-HI 
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Lord ! we come be - fore thee now ; At thy feet we ham - bly bow ; 
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Oh 1 do not our suit dis - dain ; — Shall we seek thee, Lord, in Tain f 
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Beetlioven M, 131 
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BiBhop 170 
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Brattle Street. 40 
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Brest 2Cl 

Brldfrman 141,173 
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Brown 172,219 
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Osmbridge 164 
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Carey 113 
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Casey 276 
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China 248 
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Colrnan 7 

Come, ye disconsolate 88 
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Coronation 61 

Cowper. 76 

Crawford 280 

Cro.HS and Crown 137 

Crnsnders* Hymn 145 

Cyrus 288 
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Dedham 103 

Di'nfltld 142 
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Desire 81 

Detroit 112 

Dodge 245 
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Dundee 44, 199 

E. 
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Fatherland 233 
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Golden Hill 153 

Golden Shore 222 
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Hail to the Brightness 214 

Halle ' 151 
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Handy 285 
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Haydn 68 
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Jewett 234 

Judgment 86 
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Keith 289 
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Uhinc 268 
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Scotland 257 
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Seymour 119 
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Shining Slioro 238 

Slilrland 281 
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Siloam 134^ 195 
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Smith 171 
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St. Thomas 10 
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Stanley 286 
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Stephens 66 
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Tipstonley 888 
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Trust 150 
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XT. 
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Wanderer 88 
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Westminster 133, 277 

WIHington 88 

Willis 125 

Wlllkcith 888 

Willyougo 89 
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Federal Street 205,246 

Gratitude 161,2-27 

Hamburg 52, M, 197 

Hebron 28 

Hnntliigton 280 
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Portugal 196 

Betreat 232 
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Smith 171 
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Somerviile 288 
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Stair 279 

Uxbridge 82 

Ward 209 

Ware 13, 186 

Warner 98 

Willlngton 88 

Wimborne 64 

Winchester 27i 
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Toakley 278 
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CruMS and Crown 187 
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Stanley 286 
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Crusaders* Hymn 145 
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A charse to keep I have C. Wesley. 113 

Accor(unff to thy fnracions word Montgomery, V^ 

A Klory ^Uda the eacred pas:e Cowper. 85 

Ah I how shall ibllen man Watts, 71 

Ah! this heart is void and chill 242 

Ah I what avails my strife C. Wesley, 98 

Alas I an 1 did my Saviour hleed Watts, 54 

Alasl the brittle clay Watts, 251 

Alas! whit hourly oan^rs rise Mrs. Steele. 110 

All hail the power ot Jesus* name Duncan, (il 

All people that on earth do. . . .StemhoU— Hopkins, 14 

Almighty God ! thv word is cast 85 

Always with us, always with us Necin, 133 

Amazing s^race I how sweet the sound Newton, 1S^3 
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And can mlpe eyes without a \/e9ix....Heginbotkam, 105 
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Andshalll sit alone Beddome, 113 

An^ls rejoiced and sweetly sung Hum. 47 
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Another day has passed along Bdmsston, 2 

Another six days* work is done Stennett. 3 
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Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat Newtcn. 96 

Arise, O King ol grace, arise. Watts, 6 

Arise, my soul, fly up and run Watts. 263 

Ascend thy throne, almighty King Beddome, 213 

Asleep In Jesus, blessed sleep Mrs, Mackay. 214 

As oft with worn and weary feet WUberforce, 153 
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Assembba at thy great command CoUyer, 213 

As the hart, with eager looks Montgomery. 15 J 

Astonished and distressed ; Toplady. 75 
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At the LamVs high feast we sing 201 

At thy command, O Lord, our hope Watts. 204 

Awake, and sln^ the song Hammond. 10 

Awake, awake, the sacred song Mrs. Steele, 46 

Awakei by SinaPs awfhl sound Ockum. 101 
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Bunromvv. 34. 41. II, 61. 5«, 73, S3. 1 JS, la 
Trtnltj.sS. 114, lia. 
"-■1. 88, 44. 80, 09, 71. 103, 194. 121. 

,42,63,77,127,141. 



Wisdom. 40, 43, IM. 124, 189, 14S. 
r.^F? jjj_ \gj^ 2«, 250, *W, 528, 683, 5*8, 794 



fmva,I0B,771. 778. 784,8*■ 
lrio¥in(tthe^nl)'9pl^H-i 



^111' 9i4. 109. II0.WS54, 860,884,892,411, 
!, 322, 414, 496, 440, 4a^ 466, 47S, 5«^ tM 



;nie of— See Rtgrat'otlon. 
f^etlfulneu of. 340. Sl^ S5». 338. SB2 
j-chlni OC 2.M, 968, 316. 361. 368. 
Tender u^ 311, 818, S3^ 338, 331 
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flMTen, 809—885. _ 

Ohrbt there, T«, T61, 76«. 788, 880. 

Friends there, T71, 7S9. 7»a. 800, 812, 816, 848. 

Home therv, 747—767. 812— 8lfi. 819. 

Kest there, 764, 767, 788, 791, 798. 
Hell, 253, 260, 270, 282, 826, 804. 
Heirship with Christ, 216. Bee Adoption. 
Hiding-place, Christ, 866. 
Holinessi ; — ^ 

or Saints— See Oon/orttUty to C^rUt and PwrUy, 

or Ooil— See Ood. 
Holy Scriptures — See BibU, • 
Holv Spirit, 204—228. 

Divine, 21D. 219, 220. 228. 

Grieved, 2.i9, 261, 280, 282, 28&. 

StrlvinfT, 209, 261, 278, 28& 

Witne!«inff, 208, 216, 216, 221, 547. 
Home— See FamUy And Ifea'Otn, 
Hope;— 

Under Affliction— See AMicUons. 

Under Conviction, 223, 229, 2^, 288, 240, 248, 252, 299, 
859 

Under Despondency, 898, i02, 409, 417, 421. 

In Death— See Dmih, . 
Humiliation— See Fu»tlnff. 
Hamility, 508, 612, 527, 529. 

Immanuel— See GhrM. 

Immortality, 747, 766, 778, 788, 792, 794^ 795. 

Imputation, 61, 168> 109, 174,802, 806,478, 689. 
Incarnation— See Advent. 
Importanity, 725, 741, 742. 
Infanta — See BtiptUm^ and Death, 
Ingratitude, 248, 800, 816, 882, 84& 
Inspiration, 104, 107, 111. 
Installation, 600, 60.^ 604, 606i 
Intercession— See Ckrifft a PrittA^ and Prayer, 
Introduction to Worship, 1— 8& 
Invitations, 252—898, 442, 640, 641, 796L 

Jehovah— See Ood, 

Jews, 666. 

Joining the Church. 169, 881, 621, 623, 650, 652. 

Joy, 478, 480, 432. 502, 6!7, 52a 

Jubilee, 663, 635. 

Judgment-Day, 820, 825^ 826, 768-770, 804-80& 

Justice— See Ood, 

JttstiAeation— See Atonement and Faith, 

Kindness — See B-atherVj Love, 
Kingdom or Christ ; — 

Prayer, for, 185^ 105, 654, 660, 663, 663, 672, 673, 6S6L 

Progress o^ 655, 657, 669, 678, 680, 685, 690. 
Knowledge, 104, 106, 111, 206, 513. 

Labor — See ActlvUy, 
Lamb of God— See Ourist, 
Law;— 

And Gospel, 168, S85, 282, S88, 235, 828. 

Conviction under, 226, 229, 288, 288, 289, 824 

Liberality, 561, 668, 655, 567, 569. 

life: — 

Brevity, 141, 280, 885, 766, 777, 782. 
Object; 260, 270, 295, 822, 826. 888. 468. 668, 
Solemnity, 259, 260, 270, 826, 400, 401, 419, 669. 

Unoertiinty, 278, 825, 767, 786, 798t 
Little Things, 495, 666, 668. 
Likeness to Christ— See Cof^intnUy, . 
Longing:— 

For God, 7, 11, 72, 808, 841, 862, 868, 888, 468, 483, 491. 

For Christ, 106, 848, 858, 865, SH, 884, 416, 761. 

8«e Love. 
For Heaven. 747—767, 761, 779, 788, 792, 814, 821, 829. 

XiOog-Buffering<-Soe Forhtaronee, 



Looking to Jesus, 2n. 842, 888, 884» 885, 4M. 

Lord s Day— See Sahbath. 

Lord's Pmyer, 724, 726. 

Lord's Sunper, 620—662. 

Lord our KlKhteousness, 6t 

Lost State oF Man, ^'lA—'iA^ 

Xiuve; — 

or God— See Ood, 

Of Christ— See ChrUi. 

For God, 72, 80, 811, 841, 491, 498, 541, 547, 5lt. 

For the Saviour, 428—492. 

For the Saints, 698. 709—722. 

Fi>r Souls, 241, 616, 652, 668. &6& * 

For tlie Church, 818, 881, 666, 716, 72L 
Loving-Kindness, 466. 
Lukewarmness — See Formality, 

Majesty of God — See Ood, 

Man, Fallen— See Lofit State. 

Marriage, 846. 

Martyr-faith, 893, 896. 401, 405, 485, 609, 69QL 

Mediator — See Ch-riat. 

Mediatorial Reign — See Kingdom^ 

Meditation, 104, 103, 110, 782, 787. 

Meekness. 601. 627, 629. See Ilvmiltty, 

Mercifulness, 608, 607, 628, 566, 66a 

Mercy— See God. 

Mercy-seat, 726, 788, 789. See Prayer. 

Millennium, 610, 664, 666, 668, 669, 678, 678, 660^ 685, 

Ministry— See PaHor. 

Commission, 600,. 608, 601 

Conv<»cation, 606, 676. 

Installation. 608, 606^ 

Prayer for. 600, 602, 606^ 601 
Miracles, 166, 531. 
Missions, 668—6 0. 
Missionaries. 600, 606. 671, 677. 
Morning, IS, 39, 861, 918. See Sabbath. 
Mortality— See Death and Life, 
Mystery of Providence, 40, 115, 124, 126, 189, 147. 

National, 840, 848, 858, 857. 
Nature, Light of; 102, 117. 
Nature, the Mati'riai Universe ; — 

Beauties of, 8, 138. 

God seen in. 40, 48, 49, 64, 102, 117, 122, 188, 188, 14fl^ 
142, 148, 146. 
Nearness to Qod, 852, 468, 491. See Longing, 
Nearness to Heaven, 788, 810, 816, 88& 
Needful, One Thing. 827, 268. 
New Song in Heaven. 81. 188, 447, 667, 824. 
New Year, 70, 886, 888, 847. 
Night— See Evening. 

Old Ag«>, 422, 458, 792, 799L 
Onmipotence — See God. 
Omnipresence — See Ood, 
Omniacience— See God. 
Opening of Service, 1— 88L 
Oppressed, 849, 860. 
Ormnaaoes— See i%ureh. 
Ordination— See Minittry, 
Orphans, 668. 

Pardon— See Forgineneet, 
Parting, 98, 98, 7u9. 
Pastor ;— 

Prayed for, 600, 606. 

Sought, 602. 

Welcomed, 6091 

Death of— See Burial, 
Patience, 121, 124, 188, 880, 608, 609, 088, 684, 661« 
Peaoe; — 

Christian, 87^ 886, 628, 688, €41. 

National, 686 841,848. 
Peaoe-makers, 601. 62a 665, 719, 722. 
Penitence. See Repentance, 
Pentecost, 218, 819. 
Perseverance, 65^ 885, 897, 408, 408, 405, 406, 484, 681, 687, 

642 
Pestilence, 845, 866. 
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••PllcrimFaUiera,«64a 

Pilgrini-Splrlt, 841, 8<i7, 891, 409, 469, T4T— 7S3L 

Pity of 6<h1— tiee OoiVa CompasHon. 

PleMares or Worldllneas, SM, 271, 804^ 818, 881, 888. 

Poor, 551, 658, 064, 660^ 687. 



Gaib to, 80, S9, 81. 87, 67, 68, 74~T6. 

8ingln«r, 29, 81, 891, 44L 

To Trinity, 60, 78, 88. 114, 116. 

To Father, 84, 114-147. 

To Son, 47, 82, 86, 177—208. 

To Holy Spirit, 86, 204, 222. 
Prayer, 728-746. 
Prettchlng— See Jfiniatry. 
Predestinution— See Decrees, 
Pride— Ste Utimility. 
Procrostinutiiin— See Delay, 
Prodigal Son, 2»2, 26^ 256, %[9;9U, 46T. 
Profession of Kt^ligion— See Joining t^e Ohureh, 
Profrress— See Orctdh in Qrace, 
Promises, 60. 422, 424. 
Provltlencc— *eo Ood. 
Parity, 61, 225. 245, 885. 604, 649, 689. 
Ponishuivut of Wicked— See IHUw jPunithmsni» 

Baoe, Christian, 898, 40a 
Bain, 49, 863. 

Beoeivinff Cbrlht, 294—840. 
Bedemptlon— See Atonement 
Befuse— See OhrieL 
Begeneration ; — 

Necessary, 224—244, 824. 

Proved Ibr, 811, 88^ 845, 856, 858. 887, 

Wrought by 6ml. 204, 218, 22H, 280, 281, 284. 
Bennnclation of the World, 804, 818, 881, 888. 
Bepentance, 174, 176,«94— 88a ^ _. . 
Besitrnntlon. 511, 519, 684 See AJtietion. 
Best. 270, 276, 818, 544, 754, 757, 788, 791, 798. 
Beaurreotitin ;— 

or Saints. 765; 766, 775^ 778, 784. 

Of ChrLHt— See ChriHt. . 
Betirement — See Ifeditatinn^ and Devotion, 
Return to Ood. 2.'», 256, 278, 279, 281. 
Berival, 212, 216, 217, 219, 871, 878, 416; 418, 468, 850l 

Biches, 169, 609, 

Bightt'ousness, 61. See Imputation, 

Bock of Ages, 689. 

Sabbath, 1-87, 69, 90, 92, 95. 

Babbath-Suhooi. 691—709. 

Sa«ramenta,611-662L 

Sailors, 889, 844, 85& 

Balvathin— See Grace. 

Sanctiflcatiou— See Growth in Grxuie. 

Sanctuary ; — 

Attendance upon— See Sabbath^ and Worship, 
Dedication, Corner-stone, 15, 601, 607, 608, 610. 




18^19,80,85^721. 

^ 06. ^etf Xnowledffe, 



LoVe 6Mi^7, 
Saviour — So© 
Science and Revehtnon, 
Scripture^— See Bible. 
Seamen— See Sttilore, 
Seasons, 837, 852. 

Spring, 887. 

Summer. 858. 

Aatumn. 8(>2, 887, 858. 

Winter, 84& 
Self-decoption. 840, 848. 860, 866, 882. 
Self-dedicutlnn— See Oonttecration and Heart. 
Self denial. 226, 287. 401. 49.\ 586. 
Self-examination, 264, 268, 845, 851, 858. 
Belf-reniinclatlon, 174, 176, 618. S«« ConeecrcMon 

See Ooneeoratlon and Heart, 



Selfrighteoosnesa, 1C9, 928, 886, 802, 805^ 618L 

Sensibility— See Weeping. 

Shepherd— See Chrit4. 

Sickness, 66, 467. 488, 575^ 687, 538, 599. 

Sln;- 

Indwelllng— See Heart and Conflict, « 

Origintd- See LoHt Sttite </ Man, 

Cimvictlon — Si-e Hepentance. 
Sincerity, 25, 251, 851, 858, 501 
Sinners;— 

Warned— See IntUation, x 

Penitent — See Bepentanae, 
Slavery 849 

8uldief,*Christlan, 29. 898. 896, 897, 401, 657. 
Song!« <»f Zion, 29, 81, 82, 891, 441. 
Soul of Man— See Imntortaliti/ and Happinettt 
Souls, Love f(tr— See JLoe« and Mfeeping, 
Sovereignty — See God. 
8|>irit— Bee HolySpiriL 
Spring, 466, 881 
Star of Biahlchem, 14& 
StnadfiMtness- See Conetancff, 
Storm, 48, 49, 56, 146. 
Streu'/th, As our Day. 880, 584, 697. 
Submission— See ReiAgiwtion, 
Summer, 858. See SeuMon*. 
Sun of BIghteonsness— See ChrieU 
Sympathy— See Brotherly Love, 

Temperance, 562, 668. 

Tempttttitin— See Conflict vMk Sfn, 

Thnnksirivinjr, 887, 851, 8&2, 858. See Praise, 

Time— See Life. 

IVday, 261, 269, 272, 280, 282, 285. 

To-morrow, 278, 28a 

Trials— See Coi(fiict, and AfllU^ions^ and Care, 

Trinity— See God. 

Trust ;— 

In Christ, 252, 277, 802, 8S8, 402. 466. 475, 489. 

In Providence, 124, 126, 189, 405, 4t7, 410, 424, 4S0, 48(L 
498,510,528. '^ 

Fnbellef— See Faiih^ and Conflict, 
Union of Saints ;— 

To Christ, 454, 458, 476, 489, 493, 639, 642, 647, 639, 715. 

To each other— See Feli&wthip. 
In Heaven and on Earth, 7U9, 714, 716. 
Unity— i)ee Church, 

Yows, 68. See Consecration, and Joining the Church, 

Waiting— See Palience. 

Wandering— See Conflict with Slti, and BacksUding, 

War— See Peace. 

Warfare, Christian— flee Soldier, 

Warnings — See Invitations. 

Watchfulness, 271, 497, 557, 785 

Way of Salvation. 224—840. 

Way. Truth, and Life, 150. 

Wealth— See Bicfies. 

Weeping for SouIq. 241, 418, 616, 668L 

Winter, 887, 843. 

Wisdom— See God^ 

Witness— See Holy Spirit 

Word of 004l— See mble. 

Worship— See Opening and Close. 

Fandly— Seo Ffttnily. 

Social. 709—757. 
Wrath of Ood— See Hell and Future Punishmsnt 

Zeal— See Activity, 
I Zion— See Chwrcn, 
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